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PRESS  NOTICES    ON   BOOK  THREE—AUTUMN 

"  '  Flashes  from  the  Orient  :  or  A  Thousand  and  One  Mornings 
with  Poesy.'  Book  III.  Autumn.  By  J.  Hazelhurst.  5J  X  4. 
280  pp.  Hazell,  Watson,  &  Viney.  is.  6d.  net.  Autumn  supplies 
Mr.  Hazelhurst's  inexhaustible  muse  with  no  less  varied  themes 
than  did  summer  or  spring.  There  are  nearly  three  hundred  more 
sonnets  in  this  book  on  all  sorts  of  subjects.  Perhaps  those  more 
properly  inspired  by  autumn  are  the  most  successful,  for  the  author 
touches  with  the  true  feeling  on  nature." — Times  Literary  Sup- 
plement. 

"  From  Messrs.  Hazell,  Watson  &  Viney,  London,  comes  a  small 
and  neatly  printed  volume  (is.  6d  net)  containing  the  third  of  the 
four  books  that  are  to  complete  Mr.  John  Hazelhurst's  sequence  of 
sonnets,  '  Flashes  from  the  Orient.'  There  are  well  on  to  three 
hundred  sonnets  in  this  part  of  the  work,  all  of  them  fluent,  musically 
written  pieces,  that  set  down  many  sorts  of  impressions  of  autumn 
weather  and  varied  meditations  upon  human  character  and  destiny." 
— The  Scotsman. 

"  '  Flashes  from  the  Orient  :  or  A  Thousand  and  One  Mornings 
with  Poesy,'  is  a  dainty  collection  of  descriptive  sonnets,  full  of 
fine  feeling  and  picturesque  power,  from  the  pen  of  John  Hazel- 
hurst. Book  III.,  Autumn,  of  the  series  is  now  published  byHazell, 
Watson,  &  Vine}'  (is.  6d),  and  makes  quite  a  nice  little  gift-book." 
— Vanity  Fair. 

"  '  Flashes  from  the  Orient.'  Little  volumes  of  verse  under  this 
title  come  to  awaken  happy  or  pensive  thoughts.  They  have  been 
issued  at  intervals,  and  comprehend  '  Mornings  with  Poesy  in 
Spring,  Summer,  Autumn,  and  Winter.'  The  first  two  were  sent 
forth  some  time  ago  ;  now  the  third,  '  Autumn,'  claims  attention. 
John  Hazelhurst,  the  author,  is  of  a  contemplative  turn,  and  can 
be  relied  upon  to  furnish  appropriate  lines  respecting  subjects  that 
appeal  to  him.  Adopting  the  sonnet  form,  he  gives  within  a  small 
compass  food  for  reflection,  so  that  in  many  instances  his  pieces 
become  suggestive  of  matters  beyond  those  dealt  with.  The  season 
of  Autumn  seems  peculiarly  one  for  reflection,  suited  for  arousing 
thoughts  that  recall  the  natural  beauty  of  the  months  that  have 
just  glided  by.  It  is  also  the  time  for  awakening  serious  anticipa- 
tions as  to  the  stern  period  which  will  succeed.  A  glance  at  the 
topics  touched  upon  manifests  how  widespread  are  the  author's 
sympathies,  and  from  incidents  of  every-day  life  he  is  able  to  in-: 
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ciilcalc  lessons  which  may  with  advantai;e  be  taken  to  heart. 
Altogether  this  collection  is  quite  eq\ial  in  merit  to  Mr.  Hazelhurst's 
store  of  spring  and  summer  sonnets.  The  publishers  are  Hazell, 
Watson,  &  Viney,  Limited." — Wtsteru  Daily  Press. 

"  From  Messrs.  Hazell,  Watson  &  Viney,  I.td. — '  Flashes  from  the 
Orient,  or  A  Thous;ind  and  One  Mornings  with  Poesy.'  Book  III, 
Autumn,  by  John  Ilazellnirst.  There  can  hardly  be  a  question  of 
the  ptK-tic  V'riicc  and  harmony  that  prevail  throughout  this  new 
sequence  of  sonnets  dealing  with  nature  in  autimin,  and  other  topics. 
The  little  boik  should  not  be  overlooked  by  those  who  are  fond  of 
the  '  sonnet's  scanty  i>lot  f)f  gro\uid,'  when  it  reveals,  as  in  this 
instance,  the  genuine  gifts  of  the  literary  craftsman." — Publishers' 
Circular. 

"  Mr.  John  Hazelhurst  is  a  poet.  ])rolitic  both  in  ideas  and  in 
original  sonneteering.  His  third  book  oi  '  Flashes  from  the  Orient,* 
publishe<l  by  Hazell,  Wat>oii  iS:  Viney,  Ltd.,  London,  at  is.  6d  net. 
deals  with  autumn,  and  the  result  is  j8o  sonnets  dealing  with  the 

■  Fall  of  the  Year  '  in  every  possible  or  imaginable  phase.  The 
author  has  evidently  live<l  on  the  most  intimate  terms  with  Nature  , 
and  he  has  travelled  to  some  extent,  so  that  he  had  excellent  scope 
for  variety  and  intensity  of  expression.  Of  this  opportunity  he 
has  made  the  most,  and  the  book  is  one  that  should  make  a  splendid 
pocket  companion  for  an  autumn  lioliday." — Kelso  Chronicle. 

"  Mr.  John  Hazelhurst  must  belong  to  that  inspired  band  who 
write  poetry  because  they  cannot  helj)  it,  and  because  they  find  in 
versification  a  constant  m<Mle  of  relief  for  surcharged  feelings.  He 
greets  every  morning  with  a  fresh  sonnet,  and  should  the  changing 
ifacc  of  nature  during  the  rest  of  the  day  set  up  another  train  of 
thought  he  is  prepared  to  address  a  sonnet  to  a  stormy  afternoon  or 
beauteous  evening.  And  his  thoughts  are  also  ]c;enerally  expres.sed 
in  smoc»thlv  scanning  and  gracefid  language,  which  sometimes  rises 
tf)  much  dignity  and  impressiveness,  as  well  as  in  orthodox  sonnet 
form — a  form  which,  in  the  English  language,  is  calculated  to  ex- 
ha\i-it  a  poet's  inspiration  and  ingen\uty  sooner  than  any  other.  But 
Mr.  Hazelhurst's  '  variety  '  is  apparently  inexhaustible.  His  present 
volume  of  verses  is  the  third  in  his  '  Flashes  from  the  Orient  '  series, 
and  entitled  '  Autumn.'     He  has  already  published  '  Spring  '  and 

■  .Summer.'  Autumn  is  the  season  of  fruition  and  reminisience — 
of  sjitisfaction  at  achievement,  mingled  with  pensivcncss  and  stern 
res<jlve  to  face  winter  storms  and  the  inevitable  downward  track  of 
life.  .Ml  those  ukkhIs  lin<l  expression  in  Mr.  Hazelhurst's  230  and 
more  sonnets.  The  sonnets  also  include  some  admirable  impressions 
of  Black  I'orcst  scenery.  The  luKik  is  published  in  handy  p<Kket- 
vnlumr  form  by  Messrs.  Hazell,  Watson  &  Viney,  Ltd.,  price  is.  6d." 
—  Cheltenham  Chronicle. 
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WINTER 


WINTER 

November  22 

Hail,  winter's  rest,  where  pallid  silence  broods, 

O'er  dappled  morn  while  a  weeping  mist  prevails, 

And  the  risen  sun  through  broken  cloudlets  sails, 

One  in  a  myriad  Nature's  protean  moods; 

One  which  in  its  delicious  rest  preludes 

The  turbulence  of  winter's  angry  gales. 

Lo  !    how  the  sycamore's  green  leaflet  pales, 

And  a  red  tinge  o'er  the  maple's  leaves  exudes. 

The  crow's  discordant  croak  cleaves  the  soft  calm 

As  with  a  knife  of  keen  dissonancy. 

But  the  robin's  lay  is  Selah  to  the  psalm 

My  soul  pours  forth,  great  Lord  of  earth,  to  Thee, 

And  the  dying  rose  in  death  distils  sweet  balm, 

And  withered  leaves  fall  from  each  tremiilous  tree. 
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EARLY    WINTER 

November  30 

A  SPARKLING  morn,  with  winter  in  its  breath, 
From  cloudless  sky  salutes  the  opening  day, 
Light  creeps  around  before  the  sun's  pale  ray, 
And  high  upon  the  crown  of  heaven  is  seen 
The  waning  moon  in  majesty  serene, 
And  the  morning  star  while  fading  swift  away, 
Attends  her  on  her  bright  empyreal  way. 
Shining  upon  a  wakening  world  beneath. 

The  sun  leaps  up  from  purple  cloud  wrack  low, 
The  morning  star  fades  all  away  from  sight, 
The  ruddy  trees  in  th'  aspiring  radiance  glow. 
And  earth  exults  in  day's  effulgent  light. 
The  crisp,  cold  airs  of  winter  kindly  blow 
Athwart  the  landscape  robed  in  hoar-frost  white. 
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WINTER 

November  21 

SUDDEN  CHANGE 

But  yesterday  how  balmy  was  the  wind. 
How  warm  the  sunshine,  radiant  the  sky ; 
Now  north  winds  rave  in  hurtling  tempest  high. 
And  thick  and  fast  the  snowflakes  fall,  and  blind 
Full  oft  th'  wayfarer  till  he  fail  to  find 
Th'  obliterated  path  on  boundless  moor, 
And  perishes  in  hail  of  his  own  door. 

But  not  so  here;  only  the  fields  are  lined 

Beneficently  with  a  mantle  white, 

Protective  to  the  tender  winter  wheat, 

So  that  unkindly  frost  harm  not,  nor  blight, 

And  that  the  poor  may  have  of  bread  to  eat. 

How  wonderful  the  wisdom,  goodness,  might, 

Which  spreads  the  mantling  snow  flakes   at  our  feet. 
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WINTER 

November  23 

How  dark  the  morn  but  for  the  mantle  white 

Of  snow  which  wreathes  the  wintry  landscape  round; 

How  silent  are  the  groves  with  hush  profound; 

How  vague  at  midday  is  the  hooded  light, 

Save  where  the  snow  is  dazzlingly  bright. 

O'er  vale  and  swelling  hill  all  Nature  sleeps, 

The  robin  sings  not  nor  the  sparrow  cheeps, 

And  chanticleer's  shrill  horn  refrains  to  sound, 

The  beauteous  corse  of  Nature  seems  inurned, 

Shrouded  in  drapery  of  death  severe. 

Like  her  who  once  with  love's  warm  fervour  burned, 

Enshrouded  sleeps  upon  that  ice-cold  bier  ; 

The  spring  will  bloom  again,  't  has  oft  returned. 

Will  that  cold  form  a  resurrection  hear  ? 
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WINTER 

November  25 

A  RUDDY  dawn  upon  a  sheeted  earth, 
White- mantled  in  the  iridescent  glow  ; 
Rose-tinted  shines  the  scintillated  snow- 
It  is  a  scene,  in  brief,  of  Arctic  dearth; 
The  bracing  cold  promotes  a  joyous  mirth, 
The  keen- edged  winds  in  shrill  accordance  blow, 
The  ice-bound  lakes  and  rivers  cease  to  flow, 
Throughout  of  this  bleak  isle  the  spacious  girth. 

While  merry  sports  upon  the  ice  prevail, 

Wayfarers  perish  on  the  lonely  moors. 

And  ships  at  sea  are  swept  before  the  gale, 

And  sunk  far  out  or  wrecked  on  rock-bound  shores 

We  seem  to  hear  those  lost  souls'  sinking  wail. 

In  the  raging  wind  which  round  us  loudly  roars. 


FLASHES   FROM    THE   ORIENT 


WINTER 

November  morn 

It  is  a  sparkling  winter's  morn.     The  sun 
Rides  radiant  with  no  veil  upon  his  face, 
Adorable  to  run  his  dazzling  race  ; 
Wintry  but  kindly  is  that  race  begun, 
The  cirrus  clouds  dispersed  o'er  heaven  have  won 
Bright,  rosy  splendour,  and  the  snow-clad  earth 
Gleams  in  responsive  sheen  through  its  cold  dearth, 
In  iridescence  full  of  wintry  grace. 

A  sweet  serenity  pervades  the  scene, 
A  glowing  ichor  prances  through  the  veins; 
No  vain  regrets  for  summer's  vanished  green, 
To  mar  th'  tranquillity  which  peace  obtains. 
Though  oft  dark  clouds  their  masses  intervene. 
And  o'er  the  sky  a  cold,  grey  pallor  reigns. 


WINTER 


WINTER 

November 

Winter  and  rest,  white  snow  and  soft  repose, 

Are  synchronistic  in  great  Nature's  scheme. 

In  tempered  day  or  moonless  night  to  dream 

Is  sweet,  when  th'  wind  in  pensive  murmurs  blows, 

Amid  bare  trees  or  o'er  the  frozen  snows, 

Or  the  moonlight  through  my  casement  peeps  at  night, 

Or  the  warm  sun  gilds  day  with  cheerful  light, 

'Tis  meet  we  all  inurn  our  cares  and  woes. 

Alas,  the  birds  seem  outside  Heaven's  wide  care. 

And  the  labouring  poor,  with  whom  "  no  work,  no  bread." 

To  both  your  crumbs  ye  opulent  may  spare  ; 

So  th'  laws  of  God  and  charity  are  read, 

And  so  the  barren  ground  doth  harvest  bear, 

And  rich  and  poor  alike  are  blest  and  fed. 


FLASHES   FROM    THE    ORIENT 


WINTER 
A    VERY    CLOUDY    DAWN 

Granitic  form  of  clouds  is  piled  on  high, 
Cliff-like,  extended  like  a  mountain  chain, 
And  black  as  ink  with  hint  of  sunrise  stain. 
Suffusing  all  the  eastern  saffron  sky. 
Where  islet  shapes  of  clouds  transfigured  lie, 
Resplendent  in  the  flame  of  rising  day, 
Whose  beams  above  the  black  cloud  barriers  play. 
In  lustre  which  makes  glad  the  heart  and  eye. 

And  soul  wakes  up  in  song,  and  psalm,  and  prayer, 

Or  heartfelt  adoration's  unvoiced  praise. 

For  God  reveals  His  might  and  wisdom  there, 

And  goodness  in  high  heaven's  august  displays. 

E'en  winter's  harsh  severities  declare 

God  in  the  cloud  as  in  the  sun's  bright  rays. 


WINTER 


WINTER 

December  31 

The  last  day  of  the  year — the  dawn  how  dark; 
Dense  fog  absorbs  the  light,  prevents  the  day, 
Though  the  missel- thrush  sings  loud  upon  the  spray 
The  wayside  trees  look  spectre-like  and  stark; 
The  cottager  is  lost  on  well  known  way, 
And  near  his  home  doth  blindly  go  astray  ; 
Unseen  that  feeble  taper's  glimmering  spark, 
A  beacon  lit  to  guide  him  o'er  the  waste. 
Like  lighthouse  gleam  to  wildered  mariner, 
Invisible  to  him  on  ocean  wide. 
No  compass  in  the  hand  his  steps  to  guide, 
No  guiding  star  beheld  by  which  to  steer. 
So  he,  misled,  doth  to  destruction  haste. 
Skirting  a  precipice  so  shuddering  near. 


FLASHES    FROM    THE   ORIENT 


WINTER 

A    MORN    IN    JANUARY    1906 

The  quiet  of  a  winter's  sunny  morn, 

How  absolute,  where  the  dismantled  grove 

Invites  my  wandering  feet  at  morn  to  rove 

Amidst  its  shades,  of  foliage  stripped  and  shorn ; 
Yet  the  wood  bottoms  the  green  spears  adorn, 
Of  snowdrops  ;    spring's  and  my  devoutest  love  ; 
The  violet  too  protrudes  green  leaves  above 
Its  mossy  bed  beneath  the  sheltering  thorn. 

And  on  those  leafless  branches  flit  abroad 
The  pretty  wren,  the  speckle-breasted  thrush. 
And  voiceless,  though  bright  memory  hath  stoied 
Fond  recollections  peopling  the  hush 
With  summer's  floods  of  harmony  adored, 
Resounding  from  tall  tree  and  lonely  bush. 


10 


WINTER 


WINTER 

January  7 

A    BRIGHT    COLD    SUNRISE 

The  golden  morning — sloth  avaunt  and  sleep  ! 

Awake  t'  th'  majesty  and  joy  of  dawn. 

The  curtains  of  the  day  wide-open  drawn, 

From  thence  in  cloudless  pomp  and  pride  doth  cieep 

The  arbiter  of  day,  or  swift  doth  leap 

Impetuous,  though  a  coldly  wintry  morn. 

The  orb's  imperial  splendour  holds  in  scorn, 

Yet  still  he  doth  the  world  in  radiance  steep. 

That  tempered  radiance  and  warmth  subdued 
Play  round  my  head  in  soft  benignity, 
Inspire  the  soul  and  warm  the  lagging  blood, 
Till  in  the  wintry  gloom  I  gladly  see 
In  darkest  days  divinity  of  good — 
Goodness  enshrined  in  haloed  mystery. 


FLASHES   FROM    THE    ORIENT 


WINTER 

January 

AFTER    A    STORM 

After  the  storm  how  beautiful  the  calm ; 
After  the  night  how  beautiful  the  day; 
After  the  winter  spring's  divine  array; 
After  cold  spring,  summer  benign  and  warm ; 
After  warm  summer,  autumn's  radiant  charm  ; 
In  all,  the  sun,  the  flowers,  the  sunbeams  play, 
By  blended  charm  bid  winter's  gloom  be  gay, 
And  lilt  in  sorrow's  house  a  joyful  psalm. 

How  lovely  must  have  been  the  Eden  lost, 
If  fairer  than  this  garden  beauteous: 
Though  sometimes  with  the  gales  of  winter  crost 
Without  regret's  sharp  pang  I  gladly  choose 
In  Earth's  vicissitude  of  clime  to  boast, 
When  winter  smiles  in  sweet  enchantment  thus. 
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WINTER 

WINTER 

January 

ON  SEEING   A  TURKEY  FOWL   IN   A   FARM- YARD 

Proud  bird,  the  holocaust  of  Yuletide  'scaped, 
Thou  dost  with  ransomed  life  stalk  o'er  the  field, 
Where  fate  a  myriad  lives  in  death  hath  sealed  ; 
To  load  the  festive  board  in  damask  draped. 
With  many  of  thy  race  profusely  heaped. 
The  memory  of  thy  comrades'  loss  is  healed 
By  present  happiness  as  with  a  shield, 
Though  in  hyperbolic  woe  thy  life  be  steeped. 

Our  fathers,  brothers,  cousins,  many  are  fled, 

Yet  still  we  joy  in  life  nor  dread  fate's  shears. 

They  are — we  shall  be — mingled  with  the  dead, 

In  early  life,  or  after  many  years. 

Ah  yet,  tis  well:  the  lesson  to  us  read 

Is  that  beyond  the  grave  Heaven's  hope  appears. 
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FLASHES    FROM    THE    ORIENT 

WINTER 

January  8 

A    HINT    OF    DAWN 

How  eagerly  we  look  for  the  dawn  of  day 
Upon  the  brink  and  curtain  of  the  night 
How  sweet  the  iridescent  flash  of  light; 
How  joyously  each  lengthening  morn  we  say 
Behold  the  light  in  heaven's  august  array  ; 
That  quickening  flame  how  welcome  to  the  sight, 
That  aureole  so  gloriously  bright, 
Which  doth  o'er  heaven  in  swift  transitions  play. 

The  thrushes  own  it  and  burst  into  song; 
The  groves  resound  with  spring-like  jubilance; 
The  chaffinch  now  is  heard  the  woods  among. 
And  the  wren's  trill  doth  th'  listening  ear  entrance, 
At  morn  and  eve  the  days  their  term  prolong. 
While  at  that  broadening  glow  of  light  we  glance. 
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WINTER 

WINTER 

January  g 
DAWN 

While  the  pearly  grey  of  morn  translucent  shines, 
The  full-orbed  moon  the  western  slope  rolls  down, 
Scarce  dimmed  the  sheen  of  her  majestic  crown. 
As  night  attendant  on  her  steps  declines, 
To  the  western  deeps  the  jocund  morning  comes, 
Breathing  o'er  skyscapes- scents  of  orient  blooms, 
The  minstrels  of  the  merry  morn  awake 
And  fill  with  harmony  the  ringing  brake. 

A  few  short  moments — as  the  western  wave 
Engulfs  the  moon,  the  day  effulgent  dawns, 
The  sun  in  royal  pomp  the  East  doth  lave. 
Of  his  approach  a  thousand  lustres  warns, 
Changing    and   mingling   transformations   brave 
Of  the  night's  splendours  and  the  golden  morn's. 


15 


FLASHES   FROM    THE   ORIENT 


WINTER 
January  lo 

DAWN 

Om  the  threshold  of  the  morn  the  moon  shines  bright, 

Enhaloed  with  a  nimbus  soft  and  pure, 

Hastening  in  magic  splendour  to  Night's  door, 

While  in  the  East  dawn  scatters  roses  o'er 

Day's  pathway,  shot  with  iridescent  light. 

Expanding,  throbbing,  more  and  brightly  more  ; 

While  diaphanous  clouds  (rose  tinted)  prank  heaven's  floor, 

And  the  silvery  moon  looks  wan  and  weird  and  white. 

The  minstrel  birds  carol  the  coming  morn. 

The  frost  enchains  the  little  glassy  pools. 

Brightness,  with  song,   with  laughter,   Nature  rules  , 

Of  yon  fair  spectacle  of  day-break  born  : 

The  molten  crucible  of  heaven  cot)ls 

When  those  golden  clouds  from  Sol's  bright  face  are  torn. 


WINTER 


WINTER 

January  13 

What  happiness  'mid  the  vicissitude 

Of  winter  'tis  to  hear  the  bob-o-link 

Of  the  thrush  at  dawn  ;    'neath  sable  skies  to  drink 

From  the  fount  of  song,  which  field  and  glade  and  wood 

Pour  fourth  ;    how  precious  is  the  solitude, 

Gladdened  by  song  and  music,  on  the  brink 

Of  joyous  morn,  on  which  one  can  but  think 

In  numbers  by  that  merry  song  pursued. 

What  though  tempestuous  skies  pour  torrents  forth, 
What  though  the  morn  is  draped  in  sombre  hue, 
Though  ice-cold  winds  blow  from  the  boisterous  North, 
Though  wintry  darkness  intercept  the  view, 
The  carols  of  the  birds  make  glad  the  dearth  ; 
Behind  the  cloud  shines  heaven's  eternal  blue. 
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FLASHES   FROM    THE   ORIENT 

WINTER 

January  14 

Hail,  smiling  morn,  no  cloud  obscures  the  sky, 
The  sun,  effulgent  as  of  summer,  shines 
On  a  blue  sky,  the  bare  trees  trace  their  lines, 
Hoar-frost  and  rime  on  th'  glittering  pastures  lie, 
The  winds  are  hushed  in  calm  serenity. 
That  singing  bird  nor  sorrows  nor  repines 
Because  on  meagre  fare  it  sups  and  dines. 
Because  no  berries  hang  on  bush  or  tree. 

Though  the  vintage  of  my  autumn  days  be  o'er, 
Though  the  harvest  of  my  summer  time  be  fiown, 
Though  naught  remains  of  their  abundant  store, 
I  will  not  make  my  discontented  moan, 
But  with  that  minstrel  of  the  grove  will  pour 
Rejoicing  song,  and  joy  in  sorrow  own. 
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WINTER 


WINTER 

GOD'S  PROVIDENCE  IN  WINTER  VICISSITUDE 

How  blest  the  providence  which  lights  the  stars, 
Which  guides  them  on  their  bright,  unerring  way, 
And  bids  them  in  eternal  orbits  stay, 
Proves  goodness  in  rude  elemental  wars. 
And  in  stern  winter  for  His  creatures  cares. 
Those  torrent  rains  beneficence  display, 
Those  sharp-toothed  frosts  which  germs  of  fever  slay, 
In  them  beneficence  its  grace  declares. 

Winter's  repose  th'  exhausted  land  enjoys. 
Renews  its  spent  fertility  and  powers, 
And  though  inert  and  sodden  Nature  lies, 
'Twill  waken  soon  and  blossom  forth  with  flowers, 
The  stormy  winds  will  change  to  zephyr's  sighs. 
And  winter's  dearth  to  summer's  plenteous  dowers. 
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FLASHES    FROM    THE   ORIENT 

WINTER 

January  15 

A  January  wind  blows  keen  and  loud, 

Dark  clouds  prevent  the  dawn,  obscure  the  sky, 

Eclipse  the  moon,  which  journeys  zenith  high; 

No  dawn  flush  paints  that  eastern  bank  of  cloud, 

The  sun  in  darkness  doth  his  beams  enshroud, 

Clouds  mountainous  on  a  vague  horizon  lie, 

Quenching  of  dawn  the  all-pervading  eye, 

While  the  trees  beneath  the  raging  blast  are  bowed. 

But  yet  the  gloom  which  long  retards  the  day 

Doth  naught  intimidate  that  singing  thrush ; 

It  still  'neath  melancholy  skies  is  gay, 

Transfiguring  with  song's  impassioned  rush 

The  sky,  the  grove,  in  springlike  roundelay. 

While  the  buds  their  peeping  fronds  to  daylight  push. 
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WINTER 


WINTER 

January  19 

How  beautiful  the  dawn  of  a  winter's  day 
After  a  night  of  occidental  rain, 
Though  a  watery  deluge  cover  the  wide  plain: 
.  How  glorious  the  rising  sunbeams  play 
On  those  spent  rain-clouds.     How  their  bright  array 
Wakes  up  the  vocal  grove  to  song  again — 
The  thrush,  of  his  rich  joy  notes  proud  and  vain, 
The  robin  or  the  wren's  soft  roundelay. 

A  festiv^al  of  song  inspires  the  grove. 

Despite  cold  winter's  wind,  snow,  rain,  and  sleet; 

The  mating  thrush  sings  to  its  chosen  love 

And  a  thousand  sparrows  clamorously  tweet, 

Transfiguring  the  scene  where'er  I  rove 

With  harmonies  which  to  the  concave  beat. 


FLASHES   FROM    THE   ORIENT 


WINTER 

January  20 

Morning  and  night  how  beautifully  blent 

At  the  brink  of  day  in  the  flush  and  glow  of  dawn: 

The  moon's  bright  pathway  o'er  the  zenith  drawn, 

The  half  of  her  decreasing  orb  is  spent, 

While  the  golden  gates  of  day  are  open  rent, 

Painted  with  orient  splendours  of  the  morn, 

Which  the  radiant  glamours  of  the  sun  adorn. 

Behold  the  orb  and  majesty  of  day. 

In  an  atmosphere  of  frost  intense  and  bright, 

Quenched  though  the  warmth  of  his  empyreal  ray, 

Still  redolent  as  erst  with  radiant  light, 

Coruscates  iridescent,  bright  display 

Of  opalescent  dazzle  to  the  sight, 

Adorned  with  sparkling  rime  or  snowflakc  white. 
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WINTER 


WINTER 

January  21 

FINE    MORNING    AFTER    A    RAINY  NIGHT 

Morning  of  joy,  the  night  of  weeping  past, 

How  glorious  the  dawn  in  golden  glow. 

Daybreak  the  wintry  landscape  doth  endow 

With  dazzling  splendours  from  the  orient  cast: 

No  flowers  adorn  the  garden,  but  the  skies 

Are  rich  with  blossom,  rose,  and  lily  white. 

And  the  empyreal  orb,  the  fount  of  light. 

In  midst,  flower-crowned  and  halo-wreathed,  doth  rise. 

Now  climbing  to  the  zenith  higher  and  higher, 

In  th'  immutable  ordinance  of  heaven. 

In  transport  soul  and  spirit  do  aspire 

In  praise  for  myriad  benefactions  given, 

Attune  to  harmony  hope's  golden  lyre. 

And  permeate  dull  winter  with  spring's  leaven. 


23 


FLASHES   rnOM    THE    ORIENT 


WINTER 

January  22 

The  dappled  dawn  in  amaranthine  glow, 
Purple,  and  orange,  and  bright  ruddy  gold, 
Doth  the  splendour  of  returning  day  unfold. 
A  glistening  rime,  immaculate  as  snow, 
Whitens  the  fields  the  rosy  skies  below. 
The  waning  moon  its  crescent  there  hath  rolled, 
From  east  to  west  through  ether  brightly  cold, 
Or  like  caique  on  th'   Golden  Horn  doth  row. 

Serenity  of  beauty  gilds  the  hour 

And  halos  it  with  splendour  of  the  morn. 

While  minstrel  birds  make  leafless  grove  and  bower 

Vocal,  though  oft  by  the  rude  tempest  torn. 

The  joy  of  morn,  of  living,  have  a  power 

Almost  with  leaf  the  bare  trees  to  adorn. 


WINTER 


WINTER 
January  23 

FOG 

Winter  delayed  asserts  his  sovran  sway, 
Enveloping  in  fog  the  hour  of  dawn, 
Encrusts  the  trees  with  fretwork;  field  and  lawn 
Enrobes  in  rime,  while  the  portals  of  the  day 
Are  with  mephitic  shadowy  vapour  grey, 
With  only  a  pale  hint  of  sad- eyed  morn; 
A  curtain  of  eclipse  o'er  day  is  drawn, 
Impervious  to  the  struggling  solar  ray. 

And  when  at  length  empyreal  light  hath  won 
The  battle,  and  day's  orb  appears  to  view, 
Enrobing  mists  of  obscuration  dun, 
Do  his  veiled  form  through  seas  obscure  pursue, 
And  cloak  the  day  which  weepingly  doth  run. 
And  drape  the  morning  skies  with  gloaming's  hue. 
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FLASHES   FROM    THE   ORIENT 


WINTER 

A    GROVE    OF    TREES 

A  GROVE  I  know  hard  by  a  stately  hall, 

Where  all  the  trees  of  Spencer's  haunted  wood 

Grow  in  amazing  girth  and  multitude. 

The  oak  of  wide  circumference,  the  tall 

Elm,  beech,  birch,  linden,  and  the  glistening  wall 

Of  holly,  cedar,  dark  and  sad  of  mood, 

Aspen,  and  sycamore  in  vista  viewed. 

Narrowing  to  pin-point,  doth  on  wonder  call 

And  admiration. 

In  the  morning  grey 
And  evening  red  the  matin  song  of  bird 
Warbles  at  dawn  in  that  enchanted  glade, 
And  the  ouzel-cock  at  eve  its  lyre  doth  play. 
There  Philomela  oft  at  night  I've  heard, 
When  pensive  'neath  that  avenue  I've  strayed. 
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WINTER 


WINTER 

January  25 

The  clarion  voice  of  th'  missel-thrush  I  hear, 
Waking  sweet  echoes  at  the  morning  hour, 
Though  cloud  on  cloud  in  th'  eastern  heavens  lower, 
Forecast  of  coming  rain. 

Though  winter  sere, 
Reign  in  the  woods  devoid  of  merry  cheer, 
Heaven  grants  to  thee  of  fortitude  the  power 
To  find,  though  suffering  threat,  a  sovran  dower 
Of  joy,  whose  spell  makes  winter  disappear. 

Glad  lesson  to  my  soul  like  a  joybell. 

For  when  I  hear  thee  I  forget  my  woes. 

Mid  adverse  fate  and  tears  thy  glad  notes  swell. 

And  cheerfulness  is  thine  whate'er  wind  blows. 

Small  wonder  if  thy  joyous  lay  expel 

Grief  and  make  winter  blossom  as  the  rose. 
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FLASHES   FROM    THE   ORIENT 

WINTER 
January  26 

DAWN 

Sermons  in  Song,  Almighty  goodness  praise, 
Voicing  to  God  from  unpropitious  dawn 
Till  the  shadows  of  the  winter  eve  are  drawn, 
Still  the  happy  birds  their  choral  anthems  raise, 
So  unto  God  I  would  my  lyric  lays. 

Though  darkness  cloak  the  lingering  dawn  in  gloom, 
And  rain  pour  down  and  volleyed  thunder  boom, 
Those  clouds  but  mitigate,  not  quench,  Sol's  rays. 

Rifts  in  their  continuity  reveal 

Expanding  brightness  deepening  to  warm  glow, 

Like  gold  of  crucible  in  projection's  hour. 

Until  that  orb  divine  in  silence  steal 

O'er  ocean,  mountain,  mead,  spurning  below, 

Clouds  in  the  night  of  groat  Creation's  power. 
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WINTER 

WINTER 
January  27 

THE    SNOWDROP 

The  snowdrop's  constellations  star  the  glades, 
And  scatter  brightness  o'er  the  spinney  drear, 
In  this  the  dawn  and  forefront  of  the  year. 
How  green  and  bold  and  sharp  its  spearlike  blade, 
In  clusters  'neath  the  bracken  brown  displayed, 
And  peeping  through  the  leaves  of  autumn  sere, 
Long  time  before  the  primrose  doth  appear, 
Or  bluebell  in  the  coppice  is  arrayed. 

Hail,  flower  of  winter,  and  spring's  harbinger, 
I  sing  to  thee  and  magnify  thy  praise  ; 
Joybells  of  hope  ring  out  their  echoes  clear. 
Thou  com'st  stern  winter's  furrowed  brow  to  grace, 
In  promise  of  the  primrose's  happier  cheer, 
And  of  spring's  flowery,  sunny,  warmer  days. 
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FLASHES   FROM    THE   ORIENT 

WINTER 

January  29 

ORCHESTRATION    OF    THE    BIRDS 

How  beautiful  the  clamour  of  the  grove, 

In  orchestration  by  th'  enamoured  birds, 

Breathing  in  music  love's  articulate  words. 

While  February  still  remains  to  prove 

Winter's  dire  reign  untimely  spring  above. 

That  radiant,  rosy  dawn  to  them  affords 

Divine  afflatus,  lifting  heavenwards. 

And  glorifies  their  consecrated  love. 

Their  songs,  inspired  by  dawn's  enchanted  glow 

And  love  imperious,  my  lays  evoke, 

To  heaven  ascribed,  the  liquid  numbers  flow, 

While  I  list  the  birds  and  to  that  sunrise  look. 

Beauty  and  love  are  God's  best  gifts  below; 

I  read  their  lesson  as  in  Holy  Book. 
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WINTER 

WINTER 

January  30 

DAWN 

Heaven,  earth,  and  air,  the  cosmos  how  divine 
The  splendour  of  the  morning  how  supreme. 
Of  fragrance  and  of  loveliness  the  dream. 
Not  the  exhilaration   due  to  wine 
Compares  to  th'  joy  of  dawn  :  it  doth  outshine 
In  radiance  the  triumphs  great  of  Art, 
Or  poesy  to  portray  the  smallest  part 
Of  its  resplendence  on  th'  horizon's  line. 

To  th'  orchestration  of  the  vocal  grove, 
What  can  compare  in  spring's  exultant  dawn : 
Only  angelic  choirs  in  heaven  above, 
Methinks  may  in  comparison  be  drawn  ; 
What  fabrics  of  the  loom  in  colour  prove 
Comparable  to  th'  blossoms  of  the  lawn. 
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WINTER 

January   i,   1909 

Winter,  with  its  artillery  of  storms, 

Swoops  from  the  north  with  snow  immaculate  white, 

Which  hills  and  plains  with  wondrous  glamour  light. 

And  ice-cold  wind,  but  which  the  stroller  warms, 

And  every  scene  miraculously  charms. 

But  the  silent  birds  in  ruffled  plumage  dight, 

Surv^ey  disconsolately  Nature's  blight. 

And  winter,  which  with  all  its  terrors  arms. 

Zero  no  barrier  doth  interpose, 

No  falling  temperature  which  broad  lakes  chains; 

The  valleys  don  their  garmentry  of  snows, 

Alternating  with  floods  from  thaw  and  rains. 

While  hurricane  on  seas  disastrous  blows, 

And  strews  with  wreck  the  ocean's  billowy  plains. 
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WINTER 

WINTER 

January  31 

THE    MUSIC    OF    THE    GROVE 

JoYBELLS,  joybells,  the  feathered  choir  rings  forth, 

In  harmony  with  th'  concert  of  the  grove, 

Saluting  me  when  in  the  woods  I  rove 

At  earliest  dawn,   though  from  the  arctic  north 

The  wind  blows  coldly;  spring's  exultant  birth 

That  tempest-tide  of  song  doth  sweetly  prove  ; 

Orchestral  festival  to  joy  and  love. 

Which  doth  with  song  the  hemisphere  engirth. 

That  thrush,  so  loud,  so  musical,  so  sweet. 
Those  linnets  green  and  brown,  those  finches  gay, 
The  chaffinch  and  the  blackbird,  while  the  tweet 
Of  the  sparrows  in  the  coppice  sweetly  play  : 
With  joybells  thus  and  orisons  they  greet 
The  advent  of  the  spring  and  jocund  day. 


33 


FLASHES   FROM    THE   ORIENT 


SUNRISE    IN    MIDWINTER 

Shorn  of  thy  beams,  O  glorious  god  of  day, 
But  still  thy  horizontal  ray  illumes 
The  snowclad  fields,  and  gem-encrusted  plmnes 
Of  woodland  trees,  which  sparkle  in  thy  ray. 
Enamelled  with  bright  hoar-frost's  diamond  spray, 
Thou  merely  peepest  from  th'  horizon's  verge, 
And  dost  with  languid  pace  thy  chariot  urge. 
And  scarcely  dost  dissolve  the  rime  away. 
But  still  the  darkness  of  protracted  night 
Thou  dost  disperse  with  thy  potential  beams, 
And  sheddest  o'er  the  landscape  pearly  light. 
Which  penetrates  to  the  world's  wide  extremes, 
Triumphant  over  winter's  frigid  blight. 
Thy  level  ray  in  bright  effulgence  streams. 
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WINTER 


SUNRISE    IN    MIDWINTER 

Glorious  monarch  of  the  earth  and  skies, 

Infinite  light,  visible  power  of  God, 

Awake  and  traverse  thy  imperial  road, 

O'er  snowclad  fields,  and  woods,  and  hills  arise. 

Deep  valley  to  tall  hill  responsive  cries, 

With  tremour  of  awakening  life  and  joy. 

From  night's  cold,  icy  clasp,  which  would  destroy, 

And  the  dripping  forest  in  its  arcades  sighs. 

Weeping  for  summers  gone,  but  its  brown  buds 

Quiver  with  hidden  life  of  a  new  spring. 

Rejoicing  through  its  pathless  solitudes 

In  silent  hope,  and  inly  worshipping 

The  while  the  risen  sun  the  landscape  floods. 

And  tall  tree-tops  with  rooks'  harsh  clangour  ring. 
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FLASHES    FROM    THE   ORIENT 


WINTER 

DAY    DAWN    IN    JANUARY 

Hail,  wintry  morn,  whereon  the  waning  moon 
Ushers  the  day-god  from  the  realms  of  Dis, 
His  slow  uprising  southern  cloud-peaks  kiss, 
To  rose-blush  fleeting  splendour,  and  full  soon 
The  leafless  groves  are  vocal  with  the  tune 
Of  songsters  grateful  for  the  lagging  day. 
Who  trill  their  matins  on  the  withered  spray, 
In  twittering  cadence  of  a  tremulous  croon. 

O  glorious  Luna,  crescent  planet  wan, 

O  Lucifer  resplendent  in  the  light 

Of  southern  splendour,  dawning  day  doth  fan. 

O  waning  shadows  of  reluctant  night, 

O'er  dull  adversity's  chill  wintry  ban, 

Ye  shed  prophetic  beams  of  summer  bright. 
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A    MORNING    IN    JANUARY 

What  said  the  wintry  moaning  of  the  wind, 

Like  banshee's  cries  at  yester  midnight  hour, 

Moaning  round  gable,  pinnacle,  and  tower 

Of  this  bleak  moorland  dwelling?    How  it  pined, 

Like  legions  of  unhappy  ghosts  assigned 

As  penance  for  their  misdeeds  to  be  tost 

On  bitter,  biting  gale  from  coast  to  coast. 

To  the  Antarctic  with  huge  icebergs  lined. 

This  biting  morn  the  shrill  wail  doth  prolong. 
While  cold,  grey  light  the  landscape  scarce  illumes. 
The  little  birds  have  quenched  untimely  song; 
They  flit  from  tree  to  tree  with  ruffled  plumes; 
They  cluster  the  tall  chimney- tops  among, 
To  woo  the  warmth  from  snug  and  cosy  rooms. 
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WINTER 

February  3 

LILY    OF    THE    VALLEY 

Lily,  of  grace  and  purity  the  sign, 

Of  chastity  and  innocence  the  trope, 

How  ardently  we  seek  thy  lowly  group 

Of  snow-white  bells,  which  make  the  gardens  shine 

Illuminate,  before  the  sweet  woodbine 

And  clematis  their  clinging  tendrils  loop 

Athwart  the  latticed  arbour.     Thou  dost  droop 

Thy  fragrant  constellations,  nor  dost  pine 

Ambitious  for  the  beauteous  parterre, 

But  with  the  modest  violet  lov'st  the  shade, 

Distilling  sweet  aroma  on  the  air, 

Like  a  village  unsophisticated  maid, 

Who  in  unconsciousness  of  charm  doth  wear 

Her  lowly  kirtle  in  the  rural  glade. 
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WINTER 

February  6 

DAWN 

The  growing  light  how  beautiful  to  see 

At  early  dawn,  though  the  rime  be  on  the  trees, 

Of  hoar-frost,  and  ice-cold  the  ruffling  breeze, 

And  though  the  sun  be  hid  in  density 

Of  muffling  cloud,   and  semi-darkness  reign  ; 

The  woods  resound  with  bird  song,  and  the  glade 

With  celandine  and  snowdrop  is  arrayed. 

Although  the  wind  howl  hoarsely  o'er  the  plain, 

To  closer  draw  my  cloak  and  face  the  blast. 
Snow  laden  though,  'tis  freighted  with  rude  health 
To  battle  with  it  o'er  the  moorland  waste, 
Garners  of  gladsome  joy  th'  abounding  wealth, 
In  veins  and  soul,  dull  care  away  to  cast. 
And  the  sweetness  hid  in  winter's  breath  to  taste. 
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WINTER 

February  5 

Belated  winter  swoops  down  on  the  scene, 
In  stern  severity  of  arctic  cold, 
Enveloping  in  frost,  wood,  field,  and  wold, 
And  glazing  pools  and  lakes  in  dazzling  sheen  ; 
The  birds  seek  vainly  on  the  frost-bound  green 
For  customary  food,  the  robin  bold 
Is  by  the  crumbs  from  breakfast  board  consoled. 
And  feathered  crowds  an  ample  breakfast  glean. 

In  winter's  harsh  severity  appears 
Goodness  divine,  compassion,  mercy,  love  : 
The  gardener's  and  fruit  grower's  haunting  fears. 
Which  yesterday  with  hope  foreboding  strove. 
Depart,  and  with  them  nil  their  deep  despairs, 
In  loss  to  ruin's  brink  which  fateful  drove. 
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WINTER 

February  i 

DAWN 

The  flush  of  dawn,  how  softly  beautiful, 

Though  no  rose  tints  emblaze  the  orient  sky. 

In  a  bath  of  radiance  the  cloudlets  lie. 

Soft  breezes  blow  with  wintry  freshness  cool, 

While  the  clamorous  grove  confesses  spring's  mild  rule, 

The  snowdrop  in  the  coppice  opes  its  eye, 

The  crocuses  of  pink  and  purple  dye 

Illuminate  the  garden's  parterre  dull. 

But  lo  I    in  swift  transition  passing  fair. 

That  radiance  ebbs  away  and  clouds  arise, 

That  magic  opalescence  of  the  air. 

As  by  enchantment  necromatic  flies. 

And  dark  clouds  all  the  eastern  heavens  wear, 

And  daybreak's  iridescent  glory  dies. 
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WINTER 

February  2 

Winter  in  recrudescence  wild  returns, 

On  spring's  untimely,  premature  advent. 

Though  the  gates  of  morn  with  saffron  light  be  sprent, 

The  icy  wind  that  recrudescence  mourns. 

And  though  the  dawn  with  rosy  splendour  burns, 

The  vocal  groves  with  clamours  loud  are  rent 

Of  bird  song's  shrilling  peal  from  bough  and  bent. 

So  that  my  spirit  glad  no  longer  yearns. 

Regretful  over  spring's  retarded  day. 

It  sings  exultant  in  health's  warmer  glow, 

Which  d(jth  retard  the  sap  of  springtide's  flow. 

Rejoicing  that  by  its  full  timely  stay. 

Spring's  blooms  shall  later  to  fruition  grow. 
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WINTER 

February  4 

THE    SALLOW'S    CATKINS 

The  catkins  on  the  hedgerow  palm  appear, 

Though  February's  cold  winds  keenly  blow, 

And  the  violets  preen  their  heart-shaped  leaves  below, 

Peeping  above  the  bracken,  though  they  fear 

Their  calyxes  from  mossy  nest  to  rear, 

Nor  doth  th'  anemone  yet  starlike  grow, 

Nor  yellow  primrose  in  wood  bottom  glow, 

Nor  golden  lesser  celandine  so  dear. 

Hail,  then,  thou  beauteous  herald  of  the  spring, 

Promise  and  foretaste  of  its  hastening  time. 

Though  north  winds  may  their  frosts  and  snowstorms  bring, 

In  my  soul  spring  doth  hymns  harmonious  chime, 

And  here  and  there  forerunners  widely  fling. 

And  the  jasmine  up  the  cottage  wall  doth  climb. 
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SABBATH    MORNING 

February  19,   191 1 

A  Sabbath  morning  with  tempestuous  chime 

Harps  solemnly  a  diapason  loud  ; 

The  murky  clouds  which  on  heaven's  concave  crowd 

Sing  prayer  and  oratorio  sublime, 

Dwarfing  my  feeble  lays,  yet  praise  doth  climb 

Devotion-winged  to  heaven,  where  angels  bowed, 

Present  my  feeble  offering  praiseful  vowed 

In  matin,  vesper,  nones,  in  worship's  prime. 

How  beautiful  the  day  to  praise  apart, 
Where  sublunary  cares  do  not  obtrude, 
In  paeans  winged  with  worship  from  the  heart. 
In  deep  contrition  but  with  faith  endued. 
When  the  tear  of  blended  grief  and  joy  doth  start, 
And  faith  whic  h  trusts  in  Christ's  atoning  blood. 
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WINTER 

January  6 
A    HURRICANE 

A  TORNADO  violent  distracts  the  morn, 

Eke  through  the  frenzied  night  it  fiercely  raged, 

As  though  embattled  armies  were  engaged 

In  aerial  conflict,  cloudland  rent  and  torn 

In  din  of  the  loud  ordnance  of  the  skies. 

Yon  ivied  ruin  on  the  castled  steep 

Rocks  'neath  the  blast,  and  though  no  lightnings  leap 

From  crag  to  crag  of  those  acclivities, 

The  booming  blast  rivals  Jove's  thunder-peals, 

While  rains  torrential  swoop  from  black-domed  heaven, 

Clouds  upon  murky  clouds  are  furious  driven. 

The  traveller  on  th'  unsheltered  moorland  reels, 
Though  stoutly  he  against  the  blast  hath  striven, 
Blown  from  his  course  on  tackings  oft  he  steals. 
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WINTER 

January  i 

The  lusty  cry  of  chanticleer  is  heard, 

In  raucous  welcome  to  the  new-born  year; 

King  Frost  o'er  Nature's  realms  his  throne  doth  rear; 

In  the  palsied  grove  no  matin  song  of  bird 

Salutes  the  rosy  dawn.     The  wind  is  stirred 

In  joyous  transport  for  the  blush  of  day, 

Which  pranks  those  orient  gates  with  lustres  gay. 

Preluding  day's  majestic  advent  near. 

The  melancholy  peewit  only  cries, 
And  wheels  eccentrically  on  winter's  gale; 
Anon  dark  clouds  drape  all  the  northern  skies, 
And  a  mantle  white  soon  covers  the  broad  vale; 
On  hedge  and  tree  the  feathery  wonder  lies, 
And  e'en  the  tardy  dawn  it  doth  delay. 
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WINTER 

January  i 

The  dawn  of  day,  the  dawn  of  a  new  year, 
Winter  with  shrilling  wind  and  ice-cold  breath 
Asserts  his  reign  on  earth  grey  skies  beneath, 
From  Arctic  caves  a  Borean  blast  we  hear, 
Whirling  the  leaves  of  autumn  dank  and  sere, 
But  the  keen  blast  exhilarates  and  warms. 
And  winter  of  its  terrors  quite  disarms, 
Though  it  manacles  with  ice  the  lonely  mere. 

November  and  December  fogs  are  fled; 

From  movmtain  tops  we  view  the  landscape  wide, 

Unclouded  over  league-long  distance  spread, 

Which  doth  in  sombre  quietude  abide, 

While  praise,  by  holy  meditations  led. 

Inspires  our  souls,  abases  all  our  pride. 
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WINTER 

January 

The  flush  of  dawn  flames  over  half  the  sky, 

In  red  and  gold  and  amber  luminous, 

Till  all  the  eastern  heavens  are  bannered  thus, 

To  the  zenith  with  the  dawn's  miraculous  dye, 

In  colours  which  the  rainbow's  tints  outvie, 

Changing  with  protean  swiftness,  till  the  grey 

Extinguishes  by  mist  the  luminous  day. 

And  soon  the  silent  flakes  descend  from  high. 

And  a  white  mantle  lies  full,  thick,  and  deep. 

On  field  and  moor  and  heaven-aspiring  hill. 

All  nature,  wrapped  in  a  mephitic  sleep, 

Is  spread  before  us,   trance-bound,   white  and  still, 

And  like  a  vast  shield  from  the  mirk  doth  creep 

That  orl)  which   doth   with   gladness   Nature  fill. 
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WINTER 

January 

'Tis  midday  ere  the  sun  his  face  unveils, 

From  cloudy  canopy,  and  dimly  shines 

His  shafted  beams  glittering  in  wintry  lines; 

But  drooping  Nature  his  dim  glamour  hails. 

His  light  her  wintry  sullen  gloom  avails 

To  lift  from  utter  gloom,  'neath  which  she  pines. 

And  in  his  swift  return  to  night  resigns 

Her  lingering  glances  as  he  darkly  sails. 

Those  momentary  beams  how  welcome  they, 

Athwart  the  night  of  winter  gleaming  forth. 

Transfiguring  with  light  the  cloudy  day. 

Transforming  lassitude  to  sober  mirth. 

And  for  the  present  hour  the  soul  is  gay, 

In  spite  of  sorrow's  cloud  and  winter's  dearth. 
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WINTER 

January 

A  January  sombre  morning  breaks, 

With  melancholy,  snow,  and  cold  severe: 

It  is  the  solemn  midnight  of  the  year, 

Starless  and  sunless,  where  no  bird  song  wakes 

In  grove  and  garden,  nor  the  woodland  shakes 

With  trill  of  linnet  to  the  listening  ear  ; 

Only  the  shrill  "  too-whu  "  of  owl  we  hear. 

In  gloaming  which  more  weird  the  silence  makes. 

Now  the  emblazoned  green  of  hollies  shines, 
And  ivy  on  the  wall  and  in  the  grove, 
Laurel  and  laurestinus  lustrous  line 
The  walks  and  dull  parterres,  and  dark  above 
The  yew  tree  and  the  pine  and  fir  combine 
To  form  a  scene  'midwinter  drear  to  love. 
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WINTER 


ULYSSES 


Ithaca's  King  Ulysses,  who  to  Troy 
With  the  confederate  arms  of  Greece  repaired, 
And  their  vicissitudes  at  Troas  shared, 
Where  wisdom  and  finesse  did  so  employ 
Strategical  resource  and  won  a  way 
To  victory  when  force  and  valour  failed, 
At  length  victorious  with  the  allies  sailed 
Homeward,  but  hindrances  long  him  delayed. 

In  captivity  by  the  Cyclops  held  in  thrall, 

Or  in  strong  chains  of  Love's  soft  witchery  bound, 

Circe's,  Calypso's,  but  he  snapped  them  all, 

Till  Ithaca's  isle  and  his  loved  queen  he  found, 

Penelope,  whose  virtue,  like  a  wall. 

Was  over  all  temptation  steadfast  crowned. 
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January  i 

Wake,  harp  and  song,  to  celebrate  with  praise 

The  joyous  dawning  of  another  year 

(Death  in  th'  unknown  hereafter  ever  near). 

With  solemn  joy  our  orisons  we  raise, 

And  hope  exultant  for  the  coming  days, 

Though  locks  be  grey  and  Nature  wintry  sere. 

And  while  o'er  time  misspent  we  shed  a  tear, 

And  while  that  sunbeam  round  our  pathway  plays. 

And  while  its  sheen  irradiates  my  head, 

Vows,  resolutions  crystallise  in  prayer. 

Reliant  on  His  aid  who  for  us  shed 

His  blood  and  makes  our  faltering  souls  His  care. 

So  through  the  coming  year  I  shall  be  led 

To  trust,  nor  of  His  saving  grace  despair. 
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WINTER 

January 

Winter  repeats  its  tale  of  sullen  fog, 
Day  after  day,  night  after  freezing  night, 
Wherein  sun,  moon,  and  stars  withhold  their  light, 
And  gloom  and  darkness  all  our  footsteps  dog 
Through  day's  emburdened  hours. 

The  catalogue 
Of  winter's  features  to  the  weary  sight, 
Monotonous  and  void  of  sunshine  bright. 
Mislead  and  oft  the  traveller  embog. 
Yet  hope  survives  in  winter's  darkest  day, 
And  lifts  its  gaze  to  spring's  prophetic  dawn, 
Though  deeper  gloom  around  our  footsteps  play, 
And  darker  curtain  o'er  our  heads  be  drawn, 
God's  glorious  vicegerent  takes  his  way, 
And  the  glades  resound  with  song  and  anthem  gay, 
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VIRTUE    AND    HONOUR 

To  Virtue  and  Honour  temples  twain  were  reared, 

By  great  Marcellus,  scourge  of  Hannibal, 

Who  compassed  his  disastrously  dread  fall, 

In  allegory  Virtue  was  revered 

Ere  honour  won.     In  her  temple's  court  appeared 

Meek  Prudence  seated  on  th'  terrestrial  ball ; 

Justice  with  scales  doth  on  submission  call, 

With  bridle  Temperance  a  straight  course  steered. 

There  Fortitude  on  a  glittering  falchion  leaned, 
Fair  Honesty  in  robe  transparent  seen, 
The  face  of  Modesty  by  veil  was  screened, 
Clemency  bore  a  branch  of  olive  green. 
Devotion  waved  her  censer,  there  shone  Health, 
And  Industry  accumulated  wealth. 
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PYTHAGORAS 

ABOUT    500    B.C. 

Father  of  Philosophy,  Pythagoras, 
Who  did  t'  th'  wisdom  of  the  world  attain, 
Nor  Egypt's  mysteries  he  sought  in  vain, 
Learning  (not  wealth)  laborious  to  amass. 
He  half  a  life  in  tireless  quest  did  pass  ; 
T'  his  natal  isle,  Samos,  returned  again. 
Founding  a  school  his  tenets  to  explain. 

But  banished  thence,  journeyed  from  place  to  place, 

Sedulous  teaching,  and  to  Philus  came. 

Leo,  its  king,  charmed  by  his  eloquence, 

Questioned  in  what  high  art  he  did  excel. 

Pythagoras  replied,  "  If  I  may  name 

An  art  in  chief,  'tis  Nature's  study,  whence 

All  knowledge  springs  from  truth's  exhaustless  well.' 
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FLASHES   FROM    THE    ORIENT 


ZENO 

Died  264  b.c. 

Great  sage  and  founder  of  the  Stoic  sect, 
Who  from  th'   philosophy  of  Plato  culled 
Its  noblest  tenets  and  life's  conduct  ruled, 
And  did  by  choice  of  Socratan  lore  effect 
Th'  foundation  of  a  school  which  in  the  porch 
Or  vestibule  of  hall  or  temple  fane 
Adorned  with  pictures  daily  did  explain, 
The  doctrines  gathered  by  a  life's  research. 

In  brief,  chaos  eternal  ages  was, 

In  which  the  germ  of  mankind  dormant  lay. 

And  the  visible  universe  of  earth,  stars,  sun, 

A  mystic  evolution,  the  first  cause 

Of  man  and  all  in  Nature's  grand  array, 

Which  rouiul  a  centre  more  mvsterijus  run. 
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THE    OLD    BULL'S    HEAD 

The  Old  Bull's  Head,  the  Lion  red  or  blue, 

Still  sway  their  creaking  signs  upon  the  breeze, 

Recalling  days  of  old  lost  symphonies  : 

The  shrilling  horn,  the  coach  which  there  updrew, 

The  nut-brown  ale,  that  hostel's  generous  brew, 

Rubicund  Boniface  the  traveller  sees, 

The  village  cronies,  whom  a  small  sum  frees 

To  hours  of  mirth  and  a  gill  of  mountain  dew. 

Now  the  motor-car  hoots  past,  nor  deigns  to  halt, 
Or  if  it  halt — a  drink  and  then  away — 
A  compound  now  of  glucose  vile  and  malt, 
Which  poisonous  compound  asks  a  moment's  stay, 
But  the  sign  still  swings  howe'er  the  ale  at  fault, 
And  still  its  invitations  creaking  sway. 
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CENTENARY  OF  THE  DEATH  OF  JOHN  NEWTON 

December  22,   1807 

Author  of  "  How  Sweet  the  Name  of  Jesus  Sounds  " 

A  hundred  years,  and  the  name  is  reverenced  still, 
Jesus,  the  theme  of  wonder,  love,  and  praise, 
Which  thou  didst  first  in  the  sanctuary  raise. 
And  through  the  coming  centuries  it  will 
The  courts  of  His  high  house  with  praises  fill, 
And  in  life's  thorny  and  afflicted  ways 
Its  balm  distil  o'er  sorrow's  darkest  days, 
While  faith  bows  humbly  to  His  sovran  will. 

Snatched  from  the  burning  by  that  grace  divine 
Which  called  to  service  persecutor  Saul, 
In  Newton  dedication's  grace  did  shine, 
Though  in  him  not  so  loud,  miraculous  call, 
A  great  awakening  came,  and  down  the  line 
Of  a  century  th'  praiseful  numbers  fall. 


WINTER 


WINTER 

January 

The  empiry  of  winter's  reign  severe 

Is  fixed  in  grey,  cold  sky  and  frozen  earth, 

All  the  white  landscape  a  wide  plain  of  dearth, 

Snow-covered  where  the  trees  their  bare  boughs  rear, 

In  whose  dismantled  shades  no  song  we  hear, 

Of  blackbird,  thrush,  or  linnet's  blithesome  mirth  : 

Silence  encompasses  th'  horizon's  girth, 

Except  the  raucous  song  of  chanticleer. 

E'en  robin  redbreast  now  no  longer  sings. 

But  flits  around  disconsolately  sad; 

The  sparrows  sit  forlorn  with  ruffled  wings, 

While  all  the  feathered  tenants  of  the  glade 

Huddle,  when  breezes  cease  their  whisperings, 

In  the  melancholy  of  the  wintry  shade. 


59 
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WINTER 

GOD'S    PROVIDENCE    IN    WINTER    MAGNIFIED 

All  men  in  goodness  which  makes  glad  the  year, 
Behold  the  providence  of  Heaven  divine : 
The  sun  by  day,  the  moon  by  night  doth  shine, 
Raining  sweet  influence  on  winter  drear, 
Where  goodness  all-embracing  doth  appear. 
For  the  cold  snow  is  to  the  young  wheat  warm. 
And  the  blighting  wind  is  powerless  to  harm, 
While  the  farmer's  pests  perish  and  disappear. 

Such  providence  the  Ancients  bowed  before. 

In  Ceres  and  Vertumnus,  powers  benign. 

In  God  we  like  beneficence  adore. 

One  God  in  Nature's  bounteous  hand  doth  shine; 

Master  and  labourer,  your  oblations  pour, 

Rememb'ring  autumn's  shade  and  gushing  vine. 
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SMILES    AND    TEARS 

Sunshine  and  cloud,  effulgent  day,  dark  night, 

The  weeping  rain,  the  smiling  heaven  of  blue, 

The  flower  which  laughs  or  drips  with  tearful  dew, 

Are  metaphors  of  the  sorrow  and  delight 

Which  find  expression  in  gay  laughter  bright  ; 

In  tears  th'  afflicted  souls  relief  obtain, 

As  the  rain  on  desert  earth  removes  its  blight. 

The  tear  of  sympathy  is  mercy's  rain, 

And  comforts  the  afflicted,  sorrowing  soul, 

And  when  through  weeping,  smiles  break  forth  again, 

In  rainbow  joy  away  the  dark  clouds  roll ; 

So  even  in  factitious  sorrow's  plain 

The  sympathetic  tear  unbidden  falls, 

And  the  mimic  laughter  echoing  joyance  calls. 
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FLASHES    FROM    THE    ORIENT 


DECEMBER  FIRST 

Portentous  gloom  involves  the  cold,  grey  sky, 

The  withered  leaves  are  scurrying  from  the  trees, 

Which  cast  them  on  the  moaning  wintry  breeze. 

Whose  spoils  in  carpetry  of  wreckage  lie. 

No  longer  the  familiar  swallows  fly. 

On  lightning  wing,  but  them  the  mariner  sees, 

Cleaving  a  pathway  to  the  Cyclades, 

Or  Algiers,  to  whose  temperate  clime  they  hie. 

Now  on  their  track,  darlings  of  fortune,  speed 

To  the  Riviera,  Egypt,  Spain's  soft  clime ; 

But  as  those  shores  to  thrush  and  skylark  plead 

In  vain,  so  we  spend  winter's  sombre  time 

Contented,  nor  its  painful  rigours  heed. 

On  Britain's  isle  in  sound  of  wild  waves*  chime. 
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EARLY  WINTER  SABBATH  MORN 

A  FROSTY  Sabbath  morn  where  winter  wails 
Prelusive  in  the  tree-tops  its  alarms, 
But  yet  where  gold-bright,  fading  foliage  charms, 
And  loveliness  o'er  gloom  and  dearth  prevails, 
And  clothes  with  beauty  the  terrestrial  dales 

My  soul  its  sacrifice  of  praise  this  morn 
Presents  to  God  who  doth  the  woods  adorn. 
In  love  and  goodness  which  to  man  ne'er  fails. 

His  miracles  of  mercy  have  been  shown. 
In  spite  of  storm,  and  hurricane,  and  rain  : 
Harvests  to  full  fruition  still  have  grown. 
And  all  are  garnered  from  the  rustling  plain, 
Though  the  sun's  orb  his  native  warmth  disown. 
And  cold  inclemencv  of  clime  maintain. 
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WINTER 

December  i 

A    RAPID    THAW 

Nature  has  waved  her  necromantic  wand  ; 
The  snow  has  vanished  from  the  transformed  scene, 
And  the  fields  put  on  a  blanched  and  chastened  green 
The  o'ercharged  dykes  brimful  of  dank  slush  stand; 
The  roads  in  pools  and  glacious  spates  abound, 
And  bird-notes  twitter  with  delightsome  sound, 
And  with  glad  joy  their  ruffled  plumes  they  preen, 
For  they  feast  once  more  upon  the  unchained  land. 
The  hedger  now  with  billhook  walks  abroad. 
And  crops  the  fences'  too  redundant  height, 
Th'  adjacent  fields  with  heaps  of  thorns  are  strawed, 
And  the  wattled  hedge  admits  the  air  and  light ; 
That  done,  his  cottage  roof,  by  tempest  bared. 
Receives  new  thatch  refreshing  to  the  sight. 
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WINTER 

December 

DAWN 

Ax  early  riser  the  belated  morn 

Anticipates,  who  hastens  to  the  field, 

Where  dawn  with  clinging  darkness  is  revealed 

In  gold  and  amber  which  the  skies  adorn. 

Or  through  dun  clouds  with  stormy  tempests  torn, 

And  revelations  oft  to  him  appealed 

Of  majesty  with  the  stamp  of  beauty  sealed. 

He  can  but  worship,  wonder,  and  adore 
Nature  in  rapid  change  from  grave  to  gay, 
And  from  her  swift  caprices  gathers  lore 
Of  august  wisdom,  changing  day  by  day  ; 
In  seeming  judgment  and  severity  ; 
He  still  doth  Providence  and  mercy  see, 
And  is  God's  almoner  of  plenty's  store. 
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WINTER 

December 

CLOUDY    AND    DULL 

December's  cloudy  day  hangs  forth  its  pall 

O'er  all  creation  in  a  veil  of  gloom, 

While  the  wind  whistles  with  a  mournful  boom, 

And  the  melancholy  rain  doth  pattering  fall ; 

But  yet  on  Nature's  worshippers  doth  call 

For  admiration,  who  devoutly  come, 

When  Nature  smiles,  or  if  she  frowning  loom 

In  tempest  which  lays  prone  the  poplars  tall, 

Or  zephyrs  soft,  wafting  their  odours  sweet 

Upon  the  scented  air  in  summer  time. 

When  a  fiowery  carpetry  surrounds  our  feet, 

Or  a  wintry  sun  heav'ns  mourning  vault  doth  climb, 

The  heart  with  rapt  or  sober  joy  doth  beat. 

And  song  doth  Nature's  tuneful  measures  chime. 
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WINTER 

December 

TWO    MORNINGS 

How  beautiful  is  the  pale  winter's  dawn, 

With  the  crescent  moon  sailing  in  shimmering  light, 

Now  herald  of  the  day  instead  of  night  ; 

The  curtain  of  the  morning  yet  undrawn, 

Where  Aurora's  tresses  of  day's  advent  warn, 

How  iridescent  is  the  radiance  bright, 

Which  grows  and  strengthens  to  adoring  sight 

Before  the  day  in  silent  pomp  is  born. 

Another  morning,  darkness  robes  the  scene ; 
No  ray  of  sunshine  penetrates  th'  opaque, 
Which  doth  in  clouds  portentous  intervene. 
And  lagging  dawn  in  wind  and  rain  doth  break. 
And  by  the  rivers  those  broad  meadows  green, 
Expand  into  a  wide  and  turbid  lake. 
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WINTER 

December 

Winter's  and  Pensoroso's  odes  I  sing, 
In  melancholy  of  the  skies  and  soul, 
When  clouds  and  sorrow  o'er  the  spirit  roll. 
While  jarring  notes  the  birds  of  omen  sing, 
And  the  heart  a  web  of  woe  o'er  all  doth  fling. 
With  the  rook  and  raven  and  the  hooting  owl. 
Whose  mingled  screeches  from  the  black  void  stole, 
In  myst'ry  for  the  soul's  interpreting. 

But  yet  as  in  the  darkness  dawn  appears 
A  streak  of  light,  a  hint  of  kindlier  glow. 
So  the  grief-stricken  soul  a  whisper  hears 
Of  Hope,  t'  alleviate  misfortune's  blow ; 
Of  another  world,  or  this  of  happier  years, 
Like  spring  out  of  the  winter's  dearth  to  grow. 
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WINTER 

December  12 
A    BRISK    MORNING 

Winter,  once  more  I  sing  thy  rigorous  reign, 

When  morning's  cold  rays  glitter  on  the  snow, 

And  the  cutting  winds  with  ice-cold  fierceness  blow, 

Whose  compensation  bountiful  we  gain. 

In  healthful  glow  by  the  frost's  pleasant  pain  : 

So  providence  afflictive  doth  bestow 

A  balm  beneficent  for  every  woe. 

For  temporal  loss  a  bright,  eternal  gain. 

Then  winter  and  adversity  I  sing, 

The  blessings  ye  confer  in  rude  disguise  ; 

My  sacrifice  of  heartfelt  praise  I  bring 

To  the  gracious  power  who  rules  above  the  skies, 

While  the  blighted  groves  with  happy  pasans  ring, 

Let  ours  in  unison  devoutly  rise. 
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WINTER 
December  14 

DAWN 

Aurora,  sweet  precursor  of  the  morn. 

A-tiptoe  stands  upon  the  eastern  heights, 

And  the  pathway  of  the  sun  with  radiance  lights, 

Her  golden  locks  a  hemisphere  adorn ; 

When  the  sun  creeps  up  effulgent  day  is  born, 

A  wintry  day  but  luminously  bright, 

Chasing  away  the  fast-retreating  night. 

And  its  lustre  from  the  waning  moon  is  shorn. 

The  brittle  ice-pools  snap  beneath  the  tread, 

The  air  is  crisp  and  bracing  to  the  taste, 

The  sheen  suggestive  of  the  East  is  fled, 

And  th'  red  round  sun  doth  on  swift  journey  haste; 

The  rosy  hours  of  a  winter's  day  are  led, 

With  scintillated  light  subdued  and  chaste. 
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WINTER 

December  15,  7.15  a.m. 

DAWN 

Darkness  environs  me  as  with  a  cloak, 
The  ruffling  wind  harps  on  the  leafless  trees, 
Its  voice  is  as  of  dirge  like  threnodies 
Funereal,  the  slumbrous  dawn  has  woke 
Boisterous  and  cold  ;    snow  hath  the  sodden  brook 
Surcharged,  diluvian  rain  augments  the  streams, 
And  that  meadow  lake  in  sullen  morning  gleams, 
And  floods  submerge  in  glens  each  shady  nook. 

The  village  Mercury's  lamp  shines  like  a  star. 

Or  like  an  Ignuus  Fatuus  of  the  marsh, 

And  winged  with  love  and  joy  his  missives  are. 

Or  carry  weeping  note  of  sorrow  harsh  ; 

Penance  and  jollity  seem  all  at  war. 

In  the  wintry  cold,  bleak,  marrow-searching  air. 
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WINTER 

December 

After  the  hoar-frost,  snow  ;    or  thaw,  when  rain 

Diluvian  pours  upon  the  sodden  ground, 

'Mid  darkness,  gloomy,  shadowy,  and  profound, 

Till  the  meadow  lands  become  a  watery  plain, 

And  splashing  pools  make  sad  the  rural  lane, 

And  sable  curtains  the  wide  wastes  surround. 

To  the  contracted  vague  horizon's  bound, 

Where  no  faint  blush  doth  eastern  storm-clouds  stain. 

Day  breaks  in  muffled  amplitude  of  gloom, 

Spectral  and  sullen;  clothed  in  mystery 

Nature  weeps  o'er  her  dead  Creation's  tomb, 

But  the  angel  of  resurrection  o'er  the  lea 

Whispers  of  hope  and  promise  yet  to  be, 

When  the  vSpring  and  Life  beyond  the  grave  shall  come. 


WINTER 


WINTER 

December  19 

A    FINE    SPARKLING    MORNING 

How  glorious  the  winter's  morning  breaks, 

As  radiantly  as  in  summer's  prime, 

When  a  southern  sky  the  sun  doth  slowly  climb, 

And  the  breezes  dewdrops  from  the  bare  trees  shake, 

And  the  birds,  beguiled  to  think  it  spring,  awake 

In  languid  song,  or  as  in  summer  time 

Fitful  and  indolent  and  sleepy  chime  ; 

Thus  lingering  autumn  of  mid-winter  makes. 

So  in  adversity  full  oft  shines  out 

The  sunshine  of  prosperity  divine, 

So  through  affliction's  and  sad  sorrow's  doubt 

Compassion,  love,  and  bright  beneficence  shine ; 

And  the  soul  'neath  sheen  of  heaven's  broad  peace  doth 

shout, 
In  paean  and  forgets  in  song  to  pine. 
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WINTER 

December  21 

THE    SHORTEST    DAY 

The  night  of  Nature,  midnight  of  the  year, 
To-morrow  may  forecast  spring's  radiant  dawn, 
To-day  night's  curtain  o'er  the  day  is  drawn, 
And  the  muffled  orb  of  light  doth  not  appear 
In  half  his  journey  round  the  clouded  sphere. 
A  midnight  darkness  marks  the  blushing  morn, 
And  glorious  day  is  of  its  splendour  shorn, 
And  weeping  fog  its  spectral  shade  doth  rear. 

But  though  to-morrow  will  severer  prove. 
And  frost  and  snow  deform  the  wintry  scene, 
Hope  will  its  promise  lift  the  clouds  above, 
And  picture  spring's  irradiating  green, 
And  summer,  whose  more  radiant  pomp  we  love; 
Hope  lifts  her  song  and  doth  her  pinions  preen. 
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WINTER 

December  22 
FOGGY    WEATHER 

Impervious  fog  envelops  the  white  world, 

A  frosty  fretwork  wood  and  coppice  lights, 

With  star-bright  crystal  sparkling  stalactites, 

And  winter's  panoply  is  wide  unfurled 

O'er  the  white  wonder  of  the  woods  and  fields. 

And  while  the  hoar-mist  searches  to  the  heart 

Fingers  and  faces,  and  the  eyeballs  smart. 

There's  compensation  which  the  landscape  yields 

In  beauty  of  its  own,  surpassing  fair. 

So  that  the  summer's  radiance  and  flowers. 

Which  the  dull  skies  and  earth  have  ceased  to  bear, 

Are  mourned  not  in  the  winter's  magic  hours, 

And  the  mantle  white  which  Nature's  form  doth  wear, 

A  crystal  world  with  wondrous  charm  endowers. 
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WINTER 

December  24 

A    SUNNY    MORNING 

Hail,  glorious  orb,  on  winter's  cloudy  day, 
Emerging  from  a  gulf  of  cloudscape  black. 
Doffed  winter's  weary  pall  our  souls  awake, 
Remembering  not  the  dark  days  passed  away, 
Nor  a  perspectiv'c  shadowed  with  dismay. 
For  that  bright  recrudescent  gleam  doth  make 
A  transient  spring  on  winter's  morn  to  break. 
And  though  but  one  short  hour  the  vision  stay. 

His  passing  glance  dissolves  the  stalactites. 
Sparkling  and  scintillating  on  the  trees. 
And  many  a  diamond  shower  on  us  alights, 
As  we  thread  the  glittering  wood's  intricacies  ; 
He  soon  retires  in  shades  deep  as  the  night's, 
And  winter's  icy  grasp  doth  Nature  seize. 
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WINTER 

CHRISTMAS    DAY 

At  night  in  that  dark  hour  before  the  dawn, 
A  radiant  light  surpassing  day  awoke, 
And  from  the  splendour  angel  voices  spoke. 
And  through  the  curtains  of  the  skies  updrawn 
The  shepherds  saw  the  vision,  heard  the  song, 
"  Glad  tidings,"  for  this  day  a  Man  is  born 
Who  shall  break  sin's  and  Hades'  powerful  yoke, 
And  the  Evil  One  shall  from  his  throne  be  torn. 
With  those  shepherds  on  this  morn  we  haste  away, 
To  Bethlehem  to  worship  at  His  shrine 
In  Spirit  and  behold  where  then  He  lay. 
The  Saviour  of  the  Universe  Divine ; 
And  we  know  and  feel  at  this  remoter  day 
That  there  Redemption's  fadeless  light  did  shine. 
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WINTER 

December  19 

DAWN 

This  beauteous  earth,  this  Paradise,  though  lost, 

And  the  arena  of  remorse  and  sin, 

Doth  from  our  souls  adoring  worship  win  ; 

This  smiling  morn  behold  that  Eastern  coast 

Of  glorious  heaven  in  day  dawn's  ruddy  glow  ; 

Bright  on  that  cliff-like  cloud,  granitic,  dark, 

A  portal  of  resplendent  blazon  mark. 

Which  doth  with  swift-winged  changes  ov^erflow. 

The  pencil  and  the  canvas  have  scarce  met 
Before  another  vision  glads  the  sight : 
Those  colours  on  the  vanishing  rainbow  set 
Are  as  elusive  on  that  day-dawn  light  ; 
While  on  meridian  heaven  the  pale  moon  yet 
Serenely  moves  so  wan  and  silvery  white. 
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WINTER 

December  22 

DAWN 

The  first  gleams  of  the  morning.     Oh  how  fair 
Their  pencilling  beneath  the  belt  of  cloud 
Of  superincumbent  masses  crushing  bowed 
Above  th'  horizon.     How  the  fragrant  air 
Of  morning  on  the  sunrise  whispers  there, 
Singing  the  sun-god's  praises ;  incense  sweet 
Wafted  before  his  bright,  majestic  feet. 
And  doth  to  me  balm  from  the  Orient  bear, 

As  from  the  holy  shrine  of  heaven's  high  fane, 

Where  Godhead  hides  behind  dark  clouds  His  face, 

Permitting  glimpses  bright  of  golden  rain 

To  filter  through  from  halls  of  beauteous  grace, 

He  comes,  the  majesty  of  heaven  again, 

A  universe  with  warmth  and  light  to  bless. 
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WINTER 

THE    SHORTEST    DAY 

Dreary  and  dark  the  dawn  of  th'  shortest  day 

In  the  year's  calendar.     King  Winter  reigns, 

And  spreads  a  dingy  pall  o'er  heaven's  wide  plains  ; 

Even  Aurora's  locks  are  grey  and  sere, 

Nor  doth  the  sun  in  glorious  pomp  appear, 

Nor  rainbow-hue  the  eastern  heavens  stains, 

And  dark  night  in  broad  day  her  throne  maintains, 

All  void  of  sunshine's  bright,  translucent  ray. 

Yet  viola  by  the  garden  pathway  blooms, 
And  bright-eyed  jasmine  blushes  on  the  walls, 
The  missel's  song  in  halting  measures  comes. 
Prelusive  to  its  springtime  madrigals  ; 
And  out  of  dreary  winter's  darkest  glooms 
Hope's  voice  in  lengthening  days  divinely  calls. 
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WINTER 

December  24 

PHENOMENALLY    MILD    WEATHER 

The  minstrels  of  the  spring  salute  the  dawn 
As  though  it  were  a  morn  in  shining  May, 
Trilling  gay  madrigals  upon  the  spray  : 
The  missel-thrush,  the  linnet  on  the  thorn  ; 
I  look  in  hope  to  see  from  growing  corn 
The  lark  ascending  on  glad  journey  high, 
Warbling  bright  carols  from  the  throbbing  sky, 
Or  greet  the  blackbird  tripping  on  the  lawn. 

The  sparrow's  chorus  is  tumultuous  heard. 

Babel  of  sound  but  pleasant  to  the  ear ; 

The  barren  groves  with  zephyrs'  breath  are  stirred, 

And  th'  snowdrop's  tender,  spearlike  fronds  appear ; 

The  brook  still  babbles  like  a  singing  bird. 

With  sentient  Nature  thinking  spring  is  near. 
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SUNDAY    MORNING 

December  24 

Hail,  sacred  day,  of  days  the  joy  and  pride, 
Thy  morning  hours  how  jewel- bright  and  fair, 
How  more  divine  the  odoriferous  air 
Than  common  days,  its  atmosphere  so  dyed 
With  heaven's  diviner  glory,  how  the  wide 
Horizon,  belted  only  by  the  foam. 
Prefigures  faintly  heaven's  eternal  home. 
Built  in  those  starlit  spaces  sanctified. 

The  incense  of  diviner  praise  accord 

On  the  altar  of  the  heart  to  heaven  addrest 

In  gratitude,  in  praise,  in  prayer  outpoured. 

Mingling  with  the  hosannas  of  the  blest, 

The  saints  redeemed,  who  do  behold  their  Lord, 

And  in  His  presence  find  eternal  rest. 


WINTER 


ON    A    BIRD   TAKING  JTS    MORNING    BATH    IN    A 
RIVULET 

December  24 

Rejoicing  bird,  in  thy  bath  of  a  crystal  stream 
Disporting  in  the  morning  of  the  day, 
By  plunge,  by  flutter,  then  thy  joyous  way 
Thou  wingest  in  the  sunshine's  lessened  beam 
Of  a  winter's  day,  yet  dark  it  doth  not  seem 
To  thee  where  thou  hast  lit  upon  the  spray, 
Singing  with  throbbing  exultation  gay  : 
Embodied  happiness  thy  joy  I  deem. 

Beneficence  and  goodness  crown  the  year, 
In  every  season  Godhead  I  behold, 
'Tis  mercy  all.     Affliction's  pang  or  tear 
Doth  goodness  in  blest  chastisement  unfold. 
As  e'en  stern  winter,  harsh,  and  dull,  and  drear, 
Is  with  a  thousand  benefits  consoled. 
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WINTER 

CHRISTMAS    DAY 

Again-  we  celebrate  that  hallowed  morn 

On  which  the  Sun  of  Righteousness  arose 

With  healing  in  His  beams.     That  Babe's  repose 

In  the  rude  manger  which  no  gauds  adorn, 

Of  sorrow  and  affliction  points  the  thorn  : 

Already  on  that  brow  of  sad  unrest, 

Where  a  world's  transgressions  press  His  infant  breast 

Of  th'  eternal  glory  of  His  Godhead  shorn. 

Elsewhere,  while  the  stars  yet  twinkle  in  the  sky, 
A  heavenly  host  miraculous  appears, 
And  a  voice  peals  from  that  heaven-bright  blazonry 
To  a  shepherd  band  which  it  awakened,  hears, 
Singing,  "We  bring  glad  tidings  of  great  joy: 
A  Saviour's  born  who  shall  Hell's  power  destroy." 
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WINTER 


CHRISTMAS 


How  beautiful  to  view  the  social  side 

Of  the  Christmas  festival,  the  greetings  bright, 

Mercurius  borne  on  wings  of  dawning  light 

In  honour  of  our  Lord,  the  Crucified  ; 

The  pictorial  greetings  scattered  far  and  wide, 

The  children  singing,  gladsome  to  the  sight, 

And  hearing,  like  that  Carol  in  the  night, 

On  Bethle'm's  plains  which  Christus  magnified. 

Hark  to  the  voices.     "Tidings  glad  we  bring. 
Peace  and  goodwill,  for  on  this  day  is  born 
Jesus  the  Saviour,  Christ  th'  anointed  King." 
Angels  and  men  salute  the  happy  morn. 
"  Christians,  awake,"  we  hear  those  children  sing, 
Believe  and  to  the  fold  of  God  return. 
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CHRISTMAS    DAY 

1905 

The  pearl  of  days,  the  Sabbath  of  the  year, 

I  hail,  rejoicing  in  its  sweet  caress, 

Balmy  as  May  in  its  warm  blessedness  ; 

It  doth  a  joyous  benediction  bear. 

In  light  effulgent  and  sweet  odorous  air  ; 

Such,  surely,  was  the  day  which  dawned  to  bless 

With  angel-messages  of  joy  and  peace; 

And  still  methinks  that  choral  song  I  hear. 

"  Christians,  awake."     Though  not  that  angel  song, 
Though  not  that  spectacle  divine  we  view, 
The  Christus  reigns  angelic  choirs  among. 
And,  sinners,  hath  his  precious  gifts  for  you  ; 
(iifts  which  to  endless  years  praises  prolong, 
Glad  tidings  to  eternal  ages  true. 
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WINTER 

December  26 

The  missel-thrush  on  this  December  morn 
Awakes  the  echoes  of  the  leafless  grove, 
Hymning  a  love-lay  to  his  listening  love  ; 
Though  fretwork  frost  encrust  the  jewelled  thorn, 
And  eke  the  branch  of  oak  and  elm  adorn, 
How  piercing  cold  the  air,  how  white  the  field, 
Which  the  enshrouding  mist  from  view  doth  shield 
In  clinging  darkness  tardy  day  is  born. 

And  so  through  hours  of  sullen  gloom  it  creeps, 
A  chilly  atmosphere  fog-boimd  prevails, 
The  rime  condenses,  and  in  rainfall  weeps, 
In  dull  eclipse  heaven  its  vast  concave  steeps. 
Nor  gleam  of  sun  from  tower  the  watchman  hails. 
Nor  glimpse  of  blue  in  heaven's  profounder  deeps. 
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GAUL 

Gallia,  the  territory  of  three  states, 

Now  one,  through  revolutions  manifold, 

Of  Gaul  was  by  th'  historian  Strabo  told. 

The  Celtae,  Belgae,  Aquitani  rolled, 

Three  races  merged  in  one,  which  through  the  straits 

Of  northern  Seine  to  Garonne  and  Pyrenees 

Abode  'tween  bounds  of  two  majestic  seas, 

And  Eastern  mighty  Alps,  beyond  whose  gates 

They  burst  into  that  land  of  corn  and  wine, 

And  wasted  Italy,  and  Rome  subdued, 

Tracing  to  its  proud  walls  a  path  of  blood  ; 

The  city  sacked.     But  civilisation  fine 

Acquired  from  thence,  sunk  their  politic  feud, 

And  arts  of  peace  pursued  within  Cisalpine  line. 
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BANK    HOLIDAY 

Christmas,   1905 

Hail,  holiday  to  youth  and  manhood  dear, 
Snatched  from  the  grasp  of  toil  imperious, 
That  blessing  so  transformed  from  primal  curse. 
Behold  yon  son  of  labour  sauntering  near, 
In  best  attire,  a  happy  smile  doth  wear  ; 
That  couple  arm-in-arm  sedately  thus 
In  atmosphere  of  love  their  vows  rehearse, 
Nor  dark  prophetic  days  of  trouble  fear. 

Or  that  joyous  group  of  stalwart  youth  behold 

Assembled  on  the  green,  elastic  turf, 

Where  the  ball  between  contending  teams  is  rolled, 

And  ensues  a  tempest  like  the  ocean  surf ; 

Each  army  as  in  battle's  conflict  bold, 

Till  a  death-like  grapple  doth  them  all  enfold. 
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WINTER    SUNSHINE 

December  27 

The  golden  radiance  of  winter's  morn 

Effulgent  shines  from  a  translucent  sky  ; 

Though  cold  his  beams,  on  the  glad  earth  they  lie 

With  soft  caress,  and  though  the  day  is  shorn 

Of  half  its  hours,  its  splendours  rival  those 

Of  summer  and  of  autumn  passed  away  ; 

Effulgent  o'er  the  city's  streets  they  play  : 

So  Heaven  glad  solace  o'er  a  sad  world  throws. 

It  bathes  in  sunshine  broad  palatial  squares  ; 

It  creeps  into  the  alleys  of  the  poor; 

It  floods  with  splendour  streets  and  thoroughfares, 

And  opens  with  its  golden  key  all  doors. 

Upon  its  footsteps  follow  balmy  airs 

Wafted  long  leagues  from  far-off  Orient  shores. 
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WINTER 

December  ii,   1903 

HOAR-FROST 

Winter's  potential  reign  hath  now  begun, 
Darkness  and  fog  enshroud  the  weeping  morn, 
But  which  the  mantling  hoar-frost  doth  adorn, 
While  the  short  day  its  twilight  course  doth  run, 
Wherein  but  fitfully  is  viewed  the  sun, 
Or  not  at  all  from  dawn  to  hastening  eve. 
But  darkness  the  bright  orbs  of  heaven  relieve. 
In  astral  influences  lustrous  bright, 
Coldly  but  kindly  blend  diffusive  rays, 
While  from  the  mystic  all-illuminate  blaze 
Descends  the  fog  congealed  to  hoar-frost  white 
And  to  heartfelt  devotion  doth  invite, 
In  contemplation  of  that  power  supreme 
Portrayed  in  every  flickering  star -glint  beam. 
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WINTER 

SABBATH    MORN 

Cold  is  the  day  and  buoyant  is  the  breeze 
On  a  winter  Sabbath  morning  sparkling  bright, 
When  th'  big  blue  sky  is  radiant  with  light, 
Augmenting  daily,  though  afield  one  sees 
A  white-robed  landscape  decked  with  bare,  brown  trees; 
But  th'  exultant  lark  at  heaven's  gate  joyous  sings, 
And  the  woods  are  vibrant  with  soft  whisperings. 
Glad  spring  awakening  new-born  ecstasies. 

So  doth  the  soul  to  righteousness  awake 

From  death  of  sin  to  new-born  spring  of  grace, 

Its  song  of  praise  doth  the  moral  welkin  shake, 

Like  that  idyllic  lark  on  heaven's  face. 

In  songs  which  from  the  spirit  sorrows  chase, 

And  fetters  of  sin's  riven  bondage  break. 
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WINTER 

December  20,   1907 

A    TORNADO 

That  poplar  which  from  childhood's  days  I've  known 

Aspiring  to  the  zenith  day  by  day, 

Felled  by  the  wintry  blast,  has  passed  away, 

Prone  on  the  sward  by  tempest  overthrown. 

Never  again  the  wintry  wind  will  moan. 

Or  summer's  breeze  upon  thy  foliage  play, 

Or  blackbird  chant  its  mellow  roundelay 

On  thy  tall  summit  perched  at  eve  alone. 

Th'  almighty  hand  of  God  in  storm  is  seen. 

Evoking  worship's  tribute  to  His  praise; 

In  darkest  clouds  His  rainbows  intervene, 

And  magnify  His  all-abounding  grace, 

Of  heaven  the  blue,  of  earth  the  restful  green, 

In  th'  stars  which  blazon  heaven  with  dazzling  sheen. 
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WINTER 

December  21,   1907 

In  tempered  joyance  of  a  winter's  morn 

Dark  tumulous  clouds  obscure  the  dawning  day. 

Clouds  whose  dark  rifts  are  pierced  with  lucid  ray, 

Anon  miraculous  splendours  them  adorn. 

Up  to  the  zenith  conflagrations  borne 

On  wings  of  fire,  angelic  splendours  they, 

Vibrating,  pulsing  up  heaven's  shining  way, 

Or  like  a  flame  from  God's  high  altar  torn. 

The  robins  and  the  missel-thrushes  vie, 

In  rivalry  or  concert,  springlike,  gay, 

And  th'  rooks  from  neighbouring  spinney  raucous  cry, 

Or  as  they  wend  in  laboured  flight  away, 

Into  the  dawn  and  sunrise  joyous  fly, 

And  welcome  with  loud  caw  a  winter's  day. 
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WINTER 

December  24 

Darkness  enshrouds  the  hooded,  mist -robed  morn 
In  winter's  solstice  ere  day's  sullen  break ; 
No  birds  from  spell  of  winter's  night  awake, 
Anticipating  dawn.     The  sables  worn 
By  midnight  linger,  and  the  sylphides  mourn 
O'er  Adonis  dead,  symbol  of  summers  past. 
And  th'  woods  and  gardens  are  a  dismal  waste, 
Wherein  no  flowers  their  amplitudes  adorn. 

But  hollies  shine  in  their  unfading  green. 

And  blaze  with  crimson  berries  to  the  sight. 

The  mantling  ivy  doth  with  verdure  screen 

My  cottage,  and  make  glad  stern  winter's  night. 

And  laurel  lights  the  grove  where  flowers  had  been, 

And  charms  the  venom  from  dread  winter's  bite. 
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WINTER 

December  25,   1907 

The  morn  of  that  blest  day  when  Christ  was  born 

Commemorate  we  with  religious  joy ; 

The  stars  and  moon  and  night  have  glided  by, 

And  only  one  doth  heaven's  high  dome  adorn. 

His  advent  hath  from  Here's  temples  torn 

Her  marble  columns,  sculptured  naves  and  aisles, 

And  that  memoried  morning  of  salvation  smiles, 

When  the  choiring  seraphim  brought  heaven  nigh, 

In  song  of  "  Glory  to  the  Lord  most  High," 

And  "  Peace  on  earth  in  ransom  paid  for  sin." 

The  Saviour  in  a  manger  now  doth  lie, 

He  who  for  man  redemption's  grace  doth  win. 

On  devotion's  wings  to  Bethlehem  I  fly, 

And  with  the  sages  wise  draw  near  the  Inn. 
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WINTER 

December  27,   1907 

A  STINGING  frost  from  all  the  "  airts  "  swoops  down, 
And  o'er  the  skies  battalions  mirk  of  cloud 
The  sullen  heavens  in  darkness  deep  enshroud, 
And  the  concave  wears  a  dark,  portentous  frown ; 
The  wind  howls  through  the  trees  leafless  and  bare, 
In  diapason  thunderously  loud, 
With  threat  of  snow,  but  'tis  a  threat  endowed 
With  compensation's  bright  heraldic  crown. 

Health  courses  through  the  veins  in  quickened  glow 
Enjoyment  animates  th'  exultant  breast ; 
Beauty  enrobes  the  landscape  with  white  snow, 
A  warm  protection  to  the  wheat  contest, 
So  Nature  in  affliction  doth  bestow 
Sweet  benefactions  to  all  men  addrest. 
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WINTER 
January  i,   1908 

Now  from  their  northern  strongholds  volley  forth 
The  winds  of  winter  with  their  solemn  train 
Of  tempest,  sleet,  snow,  and  diluvian  rain  ; 
Stern  winter's  iron  hand  binds  fast  the  earth ; 
Extinguished  is  the  grove's  tumultuous  mirth ; 
The  timid  birds  crowd  round  my  window  pane, 
And  silently  of  winter's  weird  complain, 
Driven  from  the  woods'  and  fields'  prevailing  dearth. 

How  cheap  the  charity,  how  deep  the  joy, 

Imparted  by  the  daily  dole  of  crumbs. 

Birds  breakfast  and  away  contented  fly. 

Till  a  new  morn  with  sharpened  hunger  comes. 

They  watch  me  feast,  expectance  in  each  eye. 

Nor  heed  the  ruffian  wind  which  round  them  booms. 
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WINTER 

December  3,   1908 

With  fierce  severity  stern  winter  lowers 

In  leaden  sky,  in  earth  enrobed  with  snow. 

At  morning  dawn  how  exquisite  the  glow 

That  waits  on  exercise.     The  Arctic  powers 

Of  north  winds  freeze ;  the  songless  robin  cowers, 

The  sheltering  ivy  and  warm  eves  below ; 

The  prattling  streams  ice-bound  have  ceased  to  flow, 

And  the  dark  sky  its  feathering  snowfall  showers. 

The  ice-bound  mere  with  skates'  loud  joyance  rings, 
The  rook  falls  to  the  sportsman's  echoing  shot, 
The  wood  nymphs  weep  o'er  blood-empurpled  wings, 
And  echo  mourns  in  her  re-echoing  grot, 
Repeats  the  wail  which  Nature  doleful  sings, 
In  elegy  of  death  and  suffering  wrought. 


99 


FLASHES   FROM    THE   ORIENT 


WINTER 

January  5,   190S 

Darkness  usurps  the  peep  of  morning  hour, 
Dawn's  chariot  lags  on  th'  eastern  frontier  hills, 
And  links  of  ice  enchain  the  rippling  rills. 
And  the  skies,  surcharged  with  threatening  snowstorm, 

lower. 
Winter  swoops  down  with  adamantine  power; 
All  the  four  winds  are  loosed  in  tempests  high, 
Which  uproot  trees,  convulse  the  echoing  sky. 
And  'ncath  their  rage  the  trembling  cattle  cower. 

The  poplar  of  my  infancy  lies  prone, 
The  elm  and  monarch  oak  uprooted  fall, 
The  stately  column  rocks  upon  its  throne, 
And  crashes  down  full  many  a  tottering  wall ; 
On  ocean  tempest's  majesty  is  shown. 
And  doth  the  stoutest  heart  at  sea  appal. 


WINTER 


WINTER 

January  7,  1908 

A  FAIRY  fretwork  incrustates  the  trees 

In  a  wool-white  atmosphere  cloaking  the  morn, 

Till  from  the  day  God's  rising  splendour  torn, 

The  mystic  fleece-clouds  like  tempestuous  seas 

Roll  from  the  plain,  disclosing  glitteringly 

Transfigured  golden  luminosity. 

And  the  piercing  cold  is  of  its  terrors  shorn, 

While  the  trees  shower  down  their  diamond  traceries. 

Effulgency  benign  illumes  the  scene. 

Enchantment  waves  its  haloed  glamours  round. 

The  robin  doth  its  ruddy  vesture  preen. 

And  the  rooks'  loud  clamours  inharmonious  sound, 

Sweet  harmony  is  in  discordance  found. 

And  we  cease  to  mourn  for  summer's  vanished  green. 
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WINTER 

January  17,   1908 
A    THAW 

Another  spring — another  life  renewed. 

In  winter  spring  asserts  her  sovereign  sway, 

Increasing  light  sheds  hope  on  quick'ning  day, 

A  subtle  pulse  of  life  informs  the  wood, 

The  awakened  squirrels  through  the  tree-tops  scud, 

The  missel-thrushes  pipe  their  roundelay, 

And  chatt'ring  finches  hop  from  spray  to  spray, 

And  new  life  thrills  in  every  armoured  bud. 

So  age,  like  winter,  counts  its  vanished  years. 

Some  few  have  mem'ry  yet  of  Waterloo, 

And  "hope  eternal"  quells  her  trembling  fears, 

And  paean  doth  on  spring's  return  renew, 

Joy  wakes,  and  Melancholy  dries  her  tears. 

When  the  clouds  roll  by  revealing  heaven's  clear  blue. 


WINTER 


THE    GALLOWS    TREE 

The  gallows  tree  :    what  fruit  immortal  grows 
On  its  Hesperian  branches  for  the  skies  ? 
Shriven  and  absolved  by  penitence,  they  rise 
With  Him  who  from  the  cross  triumphant  rose 
O'er  powers  of  darkness,  and  the  sin  which  sows 
With  tares  broadcast  the  world  of  sin  and  woe. 
One  guiltless  suffered  once,  that  sin  might  so 
Obtain  remission,  and  there  are  of  those 
Who  suffer  on  its  penal  altitudes, 
Guiltless  as  He  th'  Eternal  Man  Divine, 
By  erring  justice's  coil  to  death  pursued, 
A  myst'ry  whose  solution,  God,  is  thine. 

And  they  in  persecution's  fires  who  stood, 
Faithful  to  death,  these  are  the  stars  which  shine. 
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LILY    AND    ROSEY 

Lily  and  Rosey  were  two  little  friends, 

Or  blossoms  which  in  neighbouring  gardens  grew, 

Each,  far  as  understanding  went,  was  true. 

Each  with  the  other  amicably  contends 

For  tiny  prize  of  merit  in  the  school, 

Submitting  to  just  arbitration's  rule, 

Wherein  no  envy  the  young  spirit  rends. 

One  seated  I  beheld  on  tiny  stool. 

Why  lookest  thou  so  solemn  and  distrait. 
Sweet  Lily  ?  I  inquired  with  smile  and  kiss. 
Hast  thou  not  any  one  with  whom  tt)  play  ? 
My  pretty  little  dear,  do  tell  me  this. 
She  answered,  "  My  dear  Rosey  is  away 
And  her  I  miss.     Rosev  I  sorelv  miss." 
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ANGELS 

"  He  tnaketh  His  angels  spirits  " 

Mighty  confederacy  of  powers  divine — 
The  oracles  of  God.    What  certain  sound 
Have  they  of  deep  eternity  profound, 
Where  th'  angels  round  the  throne  adoring  shine 
Were  they  created,  God,  by  hand  of  Thine, 
For  Thine  own  glory  and  for  service  given, 
Willing  obedience  to  the  Lord  of  Heaven  ? 
Search  we  the  oracles,  therein  a  line 
Pronounces  them  created  by  Thy  hand. 
Father  supreme.     Immortal  powers  they  are, 
Inferior,  and  obey  Thy  least  command ; 
But  free  and  hence  that  Heaven-convulsing  war, 
When  those  rebellious  fell  and  formed  a  band, 
Who  hostile  in  the  universe  still  are. 


105 


FLASHES    FROM    THE    ORIENT 


IMAGINATION    AND    INVENTION 

Imagination,  faculty  divine, 

By  which  th'  historic  past  oft  lives  again, 

Whereby  the  dramas  of  Eliza's  reign, 

In  realistic  force  enacted  shine. 

Th'  Armada's  ships  in  their  appalling  line 

Threaten  destruction  to  Great  Britain's  power, 

Guarded  by  Howard  in  that  dreadful  hour. 

It  doth  th'  inventive  faculty  combine, 

Whereby  a  Froissart  or  Macaulay  gives 

Brave  deeds  of  valour  to  immortal  fame. 

In  their  chronicles  the  past  eternal  lives, 

And  from  oblivion  saves  a  glorious  name. 

And  the  epic  bards,  like  God,  new  worlds  create, 

And  eternise  the  heroically  great. 
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I    HAVE    WATCHED,    AND    AM    EVEN    AS    A 

SPARROW    THAT    SITTETH    ALONE 

UPON    THE    HOUSE    TOP 

A  SHEPHERD  boy  1  I  watchcd  my  flocks  by  night, 

Alone  or  only  with  the  solemn  stars, 

In  th'  solitude  which  Wisdom's  voice  declares 

The  maker  of  those  galaxies  so  bright : 

I  was  alone  in  the  presence  of  His  might, 

Mid  courts  and  camps  and  wild'ring  state  affairs 

By  envy  dogged,  beset  by  myriad  cares, 

A  fugitive  from  monarch's  jealous  sight. 

Alone,  yet  not  alone,  for  Thou  wast  there, 
God  of  my  father  Abraham,  and  his 
Who  did  alone  to  far-off  lands  repair. 
Committing  to  Thy  hand  his  destinies ; 
In  dens  and  caves  was  found  Thy  ceaseless  care. 
And  preparation  for  exalted  rise. 
I  David. 
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LANGUAGE 

The  tongue,  articulation,  speech  divine, 

Creates  in  language  vehicles  of  thought; 

Written  or  spoken,  eloquence  doth  shine 

With  sacred  fire  from  inspiration  caught. 

In  words  from  wisdom  of  the  ages  brought, 

Or  'tis  enshrined  in  volumes  line  on  line  ; 

Such  Homer  poesy's  Evangel  thine, 

In  which  the  truths  of  earth  and  heaven  are  taught. 

They  are  enshrined  in  thought  and  speech  of  men, 

And  in  the  halls  of  learning  venerate. 

From  Dante's,  Tasso's,  Milton's,  Shakespere's  pen, 

In  Tuscan  soft,  in  English  strong  and  great. 

Language  and  poesy  revived  again. 

In  burning  words  which  on  the  poet  wait. 
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BUBBLES 

The  pleasant  pastime  of  our  childhood's  hours, 
The  water  and  the  saponaceous  bowl, 
The  magic  spheres  which  through  the  ether  roll ; 
To  the  child  how  marvellous  his  infant  powers, 
How  great  the  happiness  a  bubble  showers. 

So  as  the  years  roll  by  the  joy  of  love 
Full  oft  doth  but  a  bubble-phantom  prove ; 
Or  wealth,  whose  frantic  chase  the  life  devours. 
Of  fame  how  toilsome  is  the  steep  ascent ; 
Of  power  its  pinnacle  how  dazzling  high. 
The  bubble  oft  is  in  a  moment  rent. 
And  the  ruins  of  proud  fortune  scattered  lie  ; 
Pleasures  like  bubbles  came,  like  bubbles  went, 
And  "All  is  vanity"  o'er  them  we  cry. 
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TACT 

Wisdom  and  strength  are  gracious  attributes, 

Valour  or  truth  Nature's  nobility ; 

And  godlike  in  humanity  to  see ; 

They  of  all  shining  virtues  are  the  roots. 

But  there's  a  quality  the  world  imputes 

Of  great  esteem,  the  attribute  of  tact. 

The  politician  whose  mind  is  racked 

In  glorious  aims  by  fear  which  undershoots 

In  lofty  enterprise  of  peace,  or  war, 

Or  industry,  the  good  of  all  to  seek  ; 

Perhaps  a  patriotic  path  doth  dare  ; 

Or  fear  oppressed  is  paralysed  and  weak. 

By  lack  a  potentate  two  kingdoms  lost, 

With  it  accoutred  one  becomes  a  host. 
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THE    MILLS    OF    GOD 

The  mills  of  man  can  mimic  dire  earthquake, 

And  hurl  the  steadfast  mountain  into  space, 

Or  fortresses  from  face  of  earth  erase, 

Or  the  bulwarks  of  the  main  in  pieces  break, 

And  the  planet  with  their  mines  to  th'  centre  shake. 

Though  lightning,  earthquake,  and  volcanoes  dire 
Are  the  voice  of  God  in  His  consuming  fire, 
And  judgment  seems  in  thunder  to  awake, 

His  ministers  of  wrath  in  silence  work. 

Our  vices  are  our  direst  punishment ; 

Diseases  on  their  track  insidious  lurk. 

And  the  thread  of  pleasant  life's  untimely  rent, 

Or  lengthened  out  in  pain  till  death  o'ertake : 

The  mills  of  God  in  judgment  surely  break. 
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ON    SEEING    A    LOAD    OF    GRANITE    BY 
THE    ROADSIDE 

Obdurate  stone,  torn  from  earth's  deepest  caves, 

Though  the  cenotaph  and  temple  spring  from  thee, 

And  fort  and  castle  in  their  majesty, 

That  cairn  of  granite  on  the  roadside  craves 

A  passing  thought  on  mind's  reflective  waves : 

To-morrow  journeying  I  shall  haply  see 

A  patriarch  serf  immersed  in  poverty. 

Who  on  hard  task  inclement  winter  braves. 

The  crust,  the  o'er-small  beer,  the  weed  benign, 

He  earns,  and  in  their  gracious  solace  lives, 

Nor  doth  for  other  fate  or  luxury  pine. 

And  toil's  reward  he  thankfully  receives, 

For  in  a  living  Providence  divine 

He,  in  despite  of  toil  and  care,  believes. 
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THE    PRESENT    DAY 

The  present  day  is  bright  and  glorious ; 

The  past  may  have  been  dark  and  dull  and  drear, 

And  sad  misfortune  marked  the  waning  year ; 

But  hope  and  sunshine  do  encompass  us, 

And  speak  prophetic  gratulation  thus. 

And  though      we      look    with  Faint  Heart's  trembling 

fear 
(For  shadow  where  the  sunshine  hovers  near), 
But  on  dark  night  this  glorious  morn  arose, 
Empanoplied  with  courage,  mail-of-proof. 
From  rock  despair  we  pluck  the  ruddy  gold, 
Though  fortune  frowning  hath  long  stood  aloof, 
In  the  present  sunshine  of  his  smile  consoled, 
We  labour  hopeful  for  the  prize  success, 
And  to  the  goal  with  strong  endurance  press. 
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FOOTFALLS 

My  footfalls  in  the  dark  are  rhythmic  sounds, 
Which  from  the  silence  take  the  fear  and  sting, 
As  the  soft  winds  before  the  dawn  which  sing, 
When  night  with  blushing  morn  its  voice  confounds, 
And  vaulted  heaven  with  blended  tones  abounds, 
With  the  first  streak  of  dawn,  and  whispering 
As  of  an  unseen  choir,  its  spell  doth  fling 
O'er  wakening  Nature  to  th'  horizon's  bounds. 

The  magic  of  the  dawn  !     How  wonderful 
The  evolution  of  awakening  day 
From  darkness  which  is  as  the  midnight  dull 
To  slow  transition  of  the  silvery  grey, 
When  clouds  the  roses  damask  seem  to  cull 
And  a  hundred  tints  o'er  th'  empyrean  play. 
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THE    GARDEN    RESTAURANT 

The  Garden  of  the  City — th'  Hesperides, 
Not  more  inviting  to  th'  aesthetic  mind 
Than  this  refectory  to  taste  refined, 
Established,  though  no  flowers  or  bowery  trees 
Invite  to  their  delightful  sanctities. 
But  when  beheld  the  flower-decked  tables  laid 
Each  fairy-like  refection  doth  not  fade, 
As  do  enchantment-summoned  fantasies. 

But  these  confections,  where  no  sacrifice 

Of  blood  and  slaughter  dedicate  the  feast 

With  odours  as  of  Araby  arise. 

Crowned  by  lush  fruits  from  the  luxurious  East. 

The  groaning  tables  savoury  fare  comprise, 

And  are  a  feast  for  gods  and  men  confest. 
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LAUGHTER 

Tears,  sighs,  moans,  groans,  the  language  are  of  grief, 

And  are  a  surcease  to  the  troubled  soul, 

And  with  the  tears  away  the  burdens  roll, 

And  are  to  sorrow  loud  a  sweet  relief, 

A  present  balm  though  oft  of  solace  brief. 

But  laughter  long  and  loud  the  spirit  moves, 
When  joy  the  harmony  of  things  approves, 
Or  humour  of  the  moment.     'Tis  the  chief 
Response  to  wit  in  bubbling  merriment, 
A  tonic  to  the  spirit  grief  oppressed, 
A  sovran  balm  for  suff'ring  wisely  sent, 
A  cure  for  troubles  which  afflict  the  breast, 
Of  physical  or  mental  ills  confest : 
A  gem  of  joy  from  mount  of  sorrow  rent. 
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TO-DAY    AND    TO-MORROW 

To-day,  thou  art  a  bright  intelligence, 
The  living  wonder  of  a  complex  frame. 
Compound  of  dust  and  spirit's  occult  flame  ; 
To-morrow,  nothing,  quenched,  or  banished  hence 
Or  arraigned  before  a  dread  omnipotence  : 
God's  awful  judgment  bar  the  solemn  name 
Of  that  tribunal,  or  from  whence  we  came 
Return  to  deep  oblivion.     Seas  immense 
Of  doubt  and  speculation  us  surround, 
Here  where  we  topple  on  time's  mountain  peak, 
'Mid  infinite  star-lit  spaces  without  bound, 
While  no  voice  from  their  galaxies  doth  speak. 
Unless  it  be  with  the  uncertain  sound 
Which  on  the  ears  of  faith  and  virtue  break. 
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ST.  PHILIP'S  CATHEDRAL  CHURCH  ON  THE 
HIGHEST  OF  THE  SEVEN  HILLS  OF  BIR- 
MINGHAM 

TiME-honoured  fane,  crowning  the  wilderness 

Of  human  dwellings,  in  a  city  full. 

From  the  vale  of  toil  they  climb,  heaven's  flowers  to 

cull, 
In  a  garden  of  the  Lord  their  souls  to  bless. 
How  Zion-like  it  stands  with  sweet  address 
In  every  chime  of  bell,  of  sacred  song, 
To  come  and  worship  with  that  prayerful  throng, 
And  there  God's  praises  sing  and  sins  confess. 

'Tis  good  to  worship  in  His  temple  fair. 
Of  green  arcadian  sanctity  divine, 
To  breathe  forth  adoration  on  the  air  ; 
But  here  His  praises  more  divinely  shine  ; 
Then  let  us  gladly  to  His  courts  repair, 
And  cease  for  vanities  of  earth  to  pine. 
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CHRYSOSTOM,     A.D.    347 

Chrysostom,  of  an  eloquence  so  fine, 

The  title  of  the  "Golden-mouthed"  acquired. 

Ascetic  long,  long  years,  he  lived  retired 

In  caves  and  mountains,  like  that  monk  divine, 

Or  hermit,  Anthony,  whose  virtues  shine 

Starlike  upon  the  heaven  of  holiness. 

Thy  bruited  fame  than  Anthony's  no  less  ; 

Preacher  of  Christ,  those  jewelled  words  of  thine 

In  the  fane  of  St.  Sophia's  temple  heard, 
In  thy  works  inspired  by  piety,  and,  sooth, 
Enshrined  in  expositions  of  the  word, 
To  us  transmitted  in  their  peerless  ruth ; 
As  the  oracles  of  God  on  us  conferred. 
Are  scarce  less  holy  in  oracular  truth. 
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A    CEMETERY 

The  garden  of  the  dead,  lo  !    solemn  shade, 

How  peaceful  to  the  view  thy  blest  retreat. 

Yea,  how  inviting  to  our  living  feet : 

With  cypress,  urn,  and  sculptured  bust  arrayed, 

Earth's  vain  ambitions  here  do  pale  and  fade 

In  the  shadows  of  the  tomb.     But  yet  how  sweet 

The  promise  of  eternal  life  to  greet, 

Beyond  this  dull,  dark,   and  sepulchral  glade. 

For  here  the  robin  sings  no  requiem  sad, 
The  throstle  warbles  jubilantly  gay, 
They  sing  as  with  sweet  angel-voices  glad, 
With  joyous  promise  of  eternal  day  : 
The  spirits  of  our  sires  in  them  y-clad, 
"  There  is  a  life  beyond,"  in  Carol  say. 
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PINDAR 

PiNDARus,  chief  of  Grecian  lyrists,  hail ! 

Favoured  of  kings,  the  people's  idol  thou, 

At  Olympian,  Pythian,  Isthmean  games  they  bow 

To  the  music  of  thy  numbers,  which  avail 

T'waken  courage  by  th'  heroic  tale 

Allied  to  lofty  rhyme.     Thou  did'st  endow 

All  time  with  strophes  musical  of  flow, 

Or  moving  pity  with  pain's  tragic  wail. 

In  Eschylus,  Herodotus,  Pindarus  live 
The  memories  of  the  heroic  great,  which  fan 
Fires  patriotic  and  their  flames  revive. 
To  rival  Marathon  and  the  brief  span 
And  fatal  of  Thermopyla3  to  give 
Eternitv  to  heroism  in  man. 
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WINTER    ROOKS 

On  a  wild  winter's  morn  when  winds  blow  loud, 

And  silence  sets  its  seal  upon  the  grove, 

How  pleasant  at  the  hour  of  dawn  to  rove 

Afield ;  how  gracious  to  the  eye  that  cloud 

Of  rooks,  sailing  athwart  high  heaven,  endowed 

With  joy  perennial ;    the  Father's  love 

For  all  His  children,  birds  and  men  to  prove. 

Soft  beds  of  down  are  not  on  them  bestowed, 
No  blankets  clip  them  in  their  warm  embrace. 
Yet  God  preserveth  them  and  gives  them  joy. 
They  boldly  fly  in  winter's  ice-cold  face, 
And  scorn  unharmed  its  sting  and  its  alloy. 
How  much  more  then,  endowed  and  blest,  shall  I 
My  trust  in  Him  mid  fortune's  buffets  place  ? 
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THE    GANGES 

Hail,  glory  of  the  Ind.     From  Thibet  high 
And  Himalaya,  issuing  to  the  south, 
Traversing  India's  plains  to  august  mouth  ; 
To  thee  as  to  a  God  the  people  cry, 
Believing  thou  from  sin  dost  purify. 
As  their  bodies  lave  devotional  in  thy  stream, 
Despise  it  not  as  a  deceptive  dream, 
Though  thine  a  faith  of  holier  sanctity. 

Where  thou  from  Mhatabunga  dost  divide, 

And  formest  Hoogly,  the  tall  towers  dost  lave 

Of  great  Calcutta,  Bengal's  boast  and  pride, 

As  that  beauteous  stream,  the  noble  Thames,  doth  glide, 

By  England's  city,  cradle  of  the  brave. 

Whose  sovran  power  o'er  thee  is  magnified. 
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LOVE    IS    HEAVEN    AND    HEAVEN    IS    LOVE 

When  love  first  finds  its  harbour  in  the  breast, 
All  nature  is  transformed  to  ear  and  sight ; 
The  rosy  dawn  how  radiantly  bright ; 
The  gardens  gay  with  fairer  flowers  are  dressed, 
The  night  with  brighter  radiance  shines  confest, 
The  shining  heavens  effulgent  with  love's  light 
Are  with  augmented  radiancy  dight, 
And  rosier  sunsets  gild  the  golden  West. 

How  more  harmonious  the  vocal  grove, 

How  more  melodious  the  skylark's  lay ; 

The  boisterous  winds  attuned  to  music  prove. 

In  the  storm's  loud  voice,  or  zephyr's  gentle  play  : 

Yea  love  is  Heaven,  or  Heaven  is  holier  love, 

As  the  Poets  in  heart-searching  numbers  say. 
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FAITH 

Hope's,  Memory's,  and  Imagination's  praise 

Bards  of  sublimest  name  and  fame  have  sung ; 

Their  lays  are  still  the  theme  of  every  tongue  ; 

Bold  emulation  doth  no  trophies  raise 

To  rival,  but  my  faltering  song  essays 

A  kindred  theme  those  deathless  lays  among. 

To  Faith  devoutly  changes  shall  be  rung. 

Then,  holy  faith,  lift  up  thine  eyes  and  gaze 

Beyond  the  veil  made  pervious  to  thee, 

To  Heaven's  delights  sublime,  those  things  unseen 

To  realise,  th'  amazing  mystery 

Of  worlds  where  not  one  cloud  doth  intervene, 

But  soul  emancipate  God's  face  shall  see. 

Where  fadeless  flowers  begem  th'  eternal  green. 
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BRADSHAW 

The  maze  of  Woodstock,  maze  of  Hampton  Court, 
Mazes  of  figures  on  a  balance  sheet, 
When  revenue  and  loss  conflicting  meet, 
Misleading  and  bewildering  where  naught 
Remains  full  often,  often  less  than  naught, 
Are  plain  and  level  to  the  common  gaze 
Compared  to  Bradshaw's  inextricable  maze, 
Where  mental  obfuscation  is  complete. 

There  algebraic  signs,  blocks,  crosses,  stars, 

Lead  witch-like  dance  athwart  the  ink-blurred  page. 

The  journey  ends  here  by  obstructive  bars. 

And  the  traveller's  soul  fills  with  a  frenzied  rage. 

O  for  a  sage  interpreter  who  fares, 

O  for  a  wisdom  and  truth-gifted  sage. 
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THE    EARTHQUAKE    AT    MESSINA,    1908 

Etna,  Stromboli,  and  Vesuvius  sleep, 

And  their  dread  forces  are  subdued  and  bound  ; 

Only  the  brittle  walls  of  earth  surround, 

When  in  a  moment  they  in  fury  leap, 

And  rend  their  chains,  and  from  their  durance  deep 

With  fissures  horrible  the  fair  earth  wound. 

And  cities  fall  in  ruins  to  the  ground, 

Palace  and  cottage  in  one  dismal  heap. 

Messina,  Reggio,  fall,  and  are  entombed, 

Houses  and  citizens  in  one  wide  grave 

To  instant  death  or  mutilation  doomed, 

Beyond  Omnipotence's  power  to  save, 

Or  by  a  conflagration  fierce  consumed. 

Or  engulfed  in  the  o'erwhelming  ocean  wave. 
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LEONIDAS 

Great  King  of  Sparta,  heroism  in  thee 

Found  apotheosis  and  embodiment, 

When  Thy  three  hundred  to  the  battle  went, 

Against  three  millions  at  Thermopylae, 

Down  in  thy  country's  cause  their  lives  to  lay  ; 

Back  from  th'  assault  thy  little  cohort  sent 

The  Persian  millions  with  their  loud  boast  spent, 

And  from  dead  hope  forlorn  snatched  victory. 

But  a  traitor  mid  that  brave  three  hundred  stood: 

Ephialtes  up  and  sold  them  to  the  foe, 

And  the  last  drop  of  each  life's  precious  blood 

Caused  in  that  pass  of  martyrdom  to  flow  ; 

But  the  memory  of  those  few,  the  brave  and  good, 

Doth  with  the  centuries  immortal  grow. 
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DOUBT 

Hope  sees  by  Faith  fair  mansions  in  the  skies, 
And  song  and  prophecy  exalt  their  praise, 
And  momumental  themes  to  heaven  raise, 
Till  th'  soul  almost  its  hope  doth  realise, 
Almost — for  there  a  reservation  lies, 
Despairs  full  oft  of  that  sustaining  grace, 
And  o'er  the  grave's  corruption  doubting  sighs. 

"  I  know  "  it  sings,  but  spectres  oft  obtrude, 
And  give  the  lie  to  faith's  exultant  song, 
Faith's  epithalamium  is  blurred  with  rude, 
Sad  dirge  of  death's  funeral  empire  long — 
Death  which,  long  as  th'  eternal  world  hath  stood, 
Digging  the  graves  of  empires,  men,  among, 
But  doubt  full  oft  doth  sceptically  brood. 
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THE    CHURCH    OF    ROME    A    MOLOCH 

The  Church  of  God  is  holy  heaven  below, 

And  every  ransomed  soul  a  priest  divine, 

Around  whose  personality  doth  shine 

Celestial  radiance  in  sacred  glow, 

While  truth's  high  adumbrations  from  him  flow; 

But  as  in  heaven  itself,  and  'neath  God's  throne, 

A  faction  rose  God's  empire  to  disown, 

Which  strove  His  high  dominion  to  o'erthrow, 

So  men  (of  pride  and  arrogance  the  slaves) 

Pervert  th'  eternal  verities  of  God : 

The  Church  becomes  a  Moloch  which  depraves, 

And  heavenly  grace  a  sacrificial  rod. 

Torture  or  suffering  or  penance  saves, 

And  martyrdom  the  contrite  spirit  braves. 
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THEN  SHALL  THE  RIGHTEOUS  SHINE  FORTH 
AS  THE  SUN  IN  THE  KINGDOM  OF  THE 
FATHER.— Matthew  xiii.  43 

The  judgment  of  th'  Eternal  had  been  heard 

Upon  the  ungodly  in  that  great  assize, 

Where  they  to  death  are  doomed  that  never  dies, 

And  where  repentance  is  too  late  conferred. 

Then  o'er  th'  illimitable  plains  of  light 

The  righteous  like  the  sun  shall  glorious  shine, 

Kingdom  whose  bounds  cherubic  ranks  define, 

Above,  beneath,  around  in  legions  bright. 

Only  one  bitter  in  that  cup  of  joy, 
Is  th'  thought  of  loved  ones  lost  to  them  for  aye, 
That  dear  but  doomed  one  is  the  one  alloy, 
The  spot  upon  the  sunshine  of  their  day. 

Can  the  sainted  mother  e'er  forget  her  boy  ? 
Can  Heaven's  eternal  bliss  her  grief  allay  ? 
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THE    WORKHOUSE 

Of  poverty  the  penal,  drear  abode, 
Refuge  of  eld  and  of  misfortune's  waif, 
Here  they  from  world's  calamity  are  safe. 
From  hunger's  tooth,  from  want's  excoriate  goad 
At  its  wide  door  all  leave  debt's  crushing  load, 
But  as  at  Hades'  portals,  they  who  pass 
Abandon  hope  and  Heaven's  forgiving  grace, 
And  tread  of  dull  despair  the  dreary  road. 

Perhaps  more  merciful  the  fate  of  him 

Who  atones  for  crime  in  penal  durance  grim, 

A  period  how  long  soe'er  delayed, 

The  future  holds  in  store  bright  hope  elate, 

A  sweet  deliverance  from  the  penal  shade, 

Both  in  times  near  or  distant  future  wait. 
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INSCRIPTION  ON  THE  FACADE  OF  A  RETAIL 
SHOP  AND  PREMISES  IN  BENNETT'S  HILL, 
BIRMINGHAM 

Recording  the  fact  that  in  that  house  was  born  Sir  Edward 
Burne- Jones  on  August  26,  1833 

Man  of  the  Time,  man  of  the  Time  no  more, 
Man  of  all  time  art  thou  in  thy  great  strength. 
Ars  longa,  though  vita  brevis  is  the  length 
Awarded  thee  in  years — the  nations  pour 
Their  offerings  at  thy  shrine  as  they  adore 
The  classic  stones  where  Titian  first  drew  breath, 
Or  where  Petrarch  won  fame's  immortal  wreath, 
Here  where  the  tides  of  traffic  deafening  roar. 

Thy  works  adorn  the  galleries  of  the  great, 
Where  Raphael's  heavenly  inspirations  shine. 
The  glittering  halls  of  royalty  and  state. 
Thy  works  imperishably  glorious  line. 
And  heaven-born  genius  labours  at  the  gate, 
Hallowed  bv  those  immortal  works  of  thine. 
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LUKE    I.    79 

Star  of  the  morning,  herald  of  the  light 
Effulgent,  which  in  Jesus  glorious  shone, 
That  dayspring  from  on  high  the  world  upon, 
The  dawning  on  antiquity's  dark  night, 
The  Roman  Deity  of  potential  might, 
The  Grecian  amorous  Jove  and  multitude 
Of  less  immortals  who  on  Ida  stood. 
Or  on  Olympus'  more  effulgent  height 
Shed  some  faint  light  on  darkness  here  below. 
Till  thou,  forerunner  of  the  Christ,  appeared 
(Repentance  preaching),  as  the  sunrise  glow 
Darkness  dispersing  earth's  horizon  neared. 
Swiftly  to  bright  meridian  day  to  grow. 
By  which  earth's  desolations  wide  are  cheered 
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WE    PRAISE    THEE,    O    GOD,    WE    ACKNOW- 
LEDGE   THEE    TO    BE    THE    LORD 

God  doth  not  need  our  worship  nor  our  praise ; 
His  power  and  majesty  and  greatness  stand 
Supreme,  and  all  obey  His  great  command. 

Firm  on  the  sea  and  rooted  on  the  land 

The  mountains  rise :  He  makes  their  tops  His  throne, 

The  valleys  Him  Creator,  Causer,  own; 

To  Him  our  songs  rejoicing  we  would  raise. 

Ruler  o'er  powers  of  heaven  and  earth  alone. 

Before  the  heavens  in  starry  lustre  shone, 
Before  foundations  of  the  earth  were  laid, 
Him  bright  cherubic  legions  Father  own ; 
To  Him  are  men's  supreme  oblations  paid, 
And  through  earth's  wail  and  penitential  moan. 
Praise  for  His  free,  forgiving  love  is  made. 
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ALL    THE    EARTH    DOTH    WORSHIP  THEE. 
THE    FATHER    EVERLASTING 

The  happy  birds  who  warble  all  the  day 
Praise  Him  and  worship  'mid  resounding  woods, 
And  fill  with  song  the  moorland  solitudes, 
And  in  their  songs  to  God  devoutly  pray ; 
The  cattle  low,  the  stately  coursers  neigh ; 
The  sheep  who  graze  on  grassy  vale  or  hill 
With  bleat  resonant  echoing  landscapes  fill; 
Thus  all  His  creatures  their  oblations  pay. 

And  man,  in  whom  th'  immortal  ichor  dwells, 
In  sacrifice  and  worship  Him  adores, 
In  Hindoo  temples,  in  recluses'  cells. 
Or  Hebrew  synagogue  oblations  pours. 
And  Messianic  praise  from  all  earth  swells, 
From  far  Cathay  to  Greenland's  icy  shores. 
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MOTHER  EARTH 

Prolific  Mother,  all  her  myriad  sons 

She  nurtures  with  a  parent's  fostering  care. 

How  plenteous  the  feast  she  doth  prepare, 

For  all  the  river  of  her  bounty  runs, 

From  the  tropic  zone  to  th'  ice  plains  of  the  Huns. 

How  then  can  famine  stalk  and  want  prevail  ? 

Are  hunger  and  starvation  but  a  tale, 

Pronounced  more  fatal  than  of  battle's  guns  ? 

On  Russia's  steppes,  on  India's  fertile  plains 
The  fiend  of  famine  all-devouring  stalks ; 
Gaunt  fever  there  enthroned  perpetual  reigns, 
And  death  o'er  hecatombs  of  victims  walks. 
To  them  great  Nature's  gifts  are  woes  and  pains. 
And  adverse  fate  her  wide  benevolence  balks. 
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TO  HIM  ALL  ANGELS  CRY  ALOUD,  THE  HEAVENS 
AND  ALL  THE  POWERS  THEREIN 

The  heavens  of  God  are  infinitely  vast, 

Beyond  the  ken  of  burnished  optic  glass, 

O'er  whose  clear  disc  the  stars  sublimely  pass, 

When  great  Galileo  or  Kepler  cast 

Their  eyes  athwart  th'  illuminated  waste 

Of  God's  eternal  mansions,  lit  around 

To  the  extremest  verge  of  heaven's  profound, 

By  lamps  whose  sheen  long  as  Himself  shall  last. 

They  worship,  and  the  powers  enthroned  thereon, 
Myriad  intelligences  armed  with  power, 
Each  star  a  glorious  cherubic  throne, 
To  ranks  of  angels  each  a  shining  dower; 
They  Him  in  holy  worship  Godhead  own, 
W^hose  greatness  in  His  works  doth  visibly  tower. 
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THE    PERTURBATIONS    OF    URANUS 

Spots  blur  the  sun,  mountains  of  scoria  rise, 
Discovered  on  the  moon's  resplendent  orb; 
A  blighted  plane  doth  still  fierce  light  absorb, 
Reflective,  and  transmit  it  through  the  skies 
To  where  earth  else  in  gulf  of  darkness  lies. 
Deprived  in  sweet  vicissitude  of  night, 
Of  the  sun's  worshipful,  imperial  light, 
Great  Nature's  imperfections  emphasise. 

Weep  not  that  man  doth  deluge  earth  with  blood 
Of  fratricidal  war  when  in  high  heaven 
Uranus,  where  its  orbit  is  pursued, 
With  perturbations  visible  is  driven 
Conspicuously  upon  the  shining  road, 
And  by  eruptive  force  disastrous  riven. 
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JOHN    BARLEYCORN 

John  Barleycorn,  magician  marvellous, 

Great  necromancer  of  the  present  age, 

Thy  gorgeous  palaces  are  like  a  page 

Culled  from  old  Shiraz  and  displayed  to  us. 

Brave  British  thirst  the  potent  spell,  and  thus 

The  fountain  flows  of  gold  th'  enchanted  flood  : 

Not  fortune's  favours  in  Rhodesia  wooed, 

Or  Yukon's  streams,  which  skirt  the  land  of  Russ, 

Roll  down  Pactolian  wealth  with  that  compares, 

Which  in  the  dingy  grain  mysterious  lies. 

Suggests  the  joy  which  lifts  beyond  the  stars. 

Or  the  fabled  nectar  of  Olympian  skies, 

Or  panacea  for  all  woes  and  cares, 

Which  springs  to  life  when  thy  mean  capsule  dies. 
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"  POOR  PENSIONER  ON  THE  BOUNTIES 
OF  AN  HOUR" 

Who  is  that  pensioner  of  little  joy? 

Who  is  that  insect  fluttering  through  its  day  ? 

That  moth  a  breath  availeth  to  destroy, 

That  bright  intelligence  of  sun-bright  ray, 

That  giant  strength  of  huge  herculean  might, 

That  genius  dowered  with  Heaven's  immortal  flame, 

Is  quenched  as  day  before  swift-footed  night, 

And  perished  in  a  moment  life  and  fame. 

The  diva  who  some  fifty  years  hath  sung. 

The  laureate  whose  thoughts  are  household  words, 

The  knell  of  fame  in  knell  of  death  is  rung. 

When  closed  the  book,  extinguished  those  soft  chords; 

Some,  ere  the  tocsin  of  their  passing  sound, 

Are  buried  in  obscurity  profound. 
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THE  THUNDERER 

The  voice  of  God  is  in  the  thunder  heard, 

To  th'  untutored  savage  and  the  cultured  sage; 

In  th'  infancy  of  time  so  in  its  age, 

Though  science  doth  to  natural  laws  accord 

That  dread  phenomena.     The  pulse  is  stirred 

And  soul  o'erawed  by  th'  ordnance  loud  of  heaven, 

In  crashing  conflict  o'er  the  concave  driven. 

In  reverence  to  compare  small  things  with  great: 

The  mightiest  organ  of  the  press  we  hear, 

Volleying  thunder  daily  to  the  ear, 

Prophetic  on  which  politicians  wait, 

As  on  the  utterance  of  oracular  fate, 

And  governments  tremble  on  their  tottering  seats 

When  the  flaming  light  of  truth  around  them  beats. 
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THE  STONE  WHICH  THE   BUILDERS   REFUSED    IS 
BECOME  THE   HEADSTONE  OF   THE    CORNER. 

— Psalm  cxviii.  22 

The  priests  and  elders  of  the  people  meet. 

On  the  morning  of  that  day  of  tragic  doom; 

Their  hearts  with  sacerdotal  hate  consume, 

And  hurry  Him  to  Pilate's  judgment-seat. 

"  What  evil  hath  He  done?  "  the  governor  cried, 

"His  blood  on  us;  let  Him  be  crucified," 

The  cry  which  Zion's  hill  doth  loud  repeat. 

Two  thousand  years  have  nearly  run  their  course 

Since  on  the  hill  of  Calvary  He  hung, 

When  now  o'er  all  the  earth  His  praise  is  sung. 

And  the  triumph  of  the  Cross  all  men  rehearse. 

It  wins  its  widening  way  (th'  Almighty  word) 

To  Nova  Zembla's  frozen  shores  is  heard. 

To  make  or  break,  a  blessing  or  a  curse. 
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LANDMARKS 

That  ancient  tree,  truncated,  lopped,  forlorn, 
Shattered  by  lightning,  twisted  by  the  wind, 
In  rugged  nakedness  on  heaven  outlined, 
When  on  the  moon-illumined  path  is  drawn 
Its  spectral  outline,  twisted,  bent,  and  torn, 
A  landmark  well  might  be,  or  tryst,  or  goal; 
Or  that  crannied  niche  contains  a  lettered  scroll 
Of  message  to  the  fair  one  in  the  morn, 
Or  gloaming,  or  the  midnight's  occult  hour. 

Or  'tis  the  "cross  roads,"  where  to  "ilka  airt " 

Point  the  white  semaphores.     Or  ruined  tower 

Adorns  the  landscape  as  of  it  a  part, 

Or  sculptured  fountain,  or  a  fairy  bower: 

All  are  plain  landmarks  speaking  to  the  heart. 
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WINTER 

January  20,   1908 
THE    ROBIN    REDBREAST 

Minstrel  of  mora,  songster  of  winter's  day, 
Thy  cheery  carol  mitigates  the  gloom 
Of  a  January  dawn  ere  dawn-light  come, 
While  the  waning  moon  emits  a  spectral  ray, 
Where  it  hastens  down  a  mist-encompassed  way- 
Hoar-frost  encrusts  the  crystal-dropping  trees, 
Which  shed  their  jewels  to  the  ruffling  breeze, 
Still  thou  thy  merry  flageolet  dost  play. 

Sun  up,   a  shimmering  golden  glow  obtains, 
Transfiguring  the  soft,  translucent  haze, 
Haloes  the  hills,  and  floods  with  light  the  plains, 
And  glamorous  round  Nature's  footsteps  plays, 
A  magic  wand  is  waved,  the  vision  wanes. 
And  fog's  obliteration  cloaks  the  gaze. 
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WINTER 

Aquarius  and  Capricorn  pour  down 
Their  influence  benign  o'er  half  the  globe, 
And  a  universe  in  raiment  white  enrobe. 
How  beautifully  the  sparkling  trees  with  hoar 
Are  garmented.     Anon  the  wild  winds  roar, 
Or  windy  hurricane  in  loud  career 
Invades  the  boldest  breast  with  trembling  fear, 
Or  torrents  o'er  the  plains  their  freshets  pour, 

Or  thick,  impervious  fog  eclipses  day, 

Till  that  lone  wayfarer  on  trackless  wild. 

As  home  returning  wanders  far  astray. 

Where  the  drifts  o'er  hedge  and  dubious  tract  are  piled, 

But  the  yule-log-blazing  hearth,  hcnv  warm  and  gay, 

And  joy  with  winter's  weird  is  reconciled. 
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WINTER 

January  28,   1908 

The  runes  of  winter's  winds  how  loud  and  shrill. 

Wailing  pathetic,  melancholy  lays 

From  skies  whence  Phoebus  has  withdrawn  his  rays 

They  rock  the  cairn  on  yon  heaven-kissing  hill, 

And  bend  the  cedar  to  their  mighty  will, 

In  calm  or  tempest  hymn  th'  Almighty's  praise, 

In  winter's  night  or  in  soft  summer's  days. 

And  purposes  of  grace  to  man  fulfil. 

Judgment  seems  on  the  hurricane  to  ride, 
When  the  barque  is  dashed  upon  the  cruel  rock; 
But  the  tainted  atmosphere  is  purified, 
And  foul  contagion's  fell  incubus  broke : 
On  earth,  in  sky,  on  restless  ocean  wide. 
Soul's  adoration  doth  from  all  evoke. 
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February  6,   1908 

The  shining  months — for  February  shines 
In  lustre  of  its  own  pale  wintr^^  gleam, 
And  sunshine's  daily  more  augmented  beam, 
And  nightly  though  a  wintry  wind  repines. 
And  the  reedy  mere  encrusted  thin  ice  lines ; 
The  heavens  with  waxing  light  diffusive  glow, 
The  daffodil's  green  fronds  begin  to  show, 
And  hyacinths  put  forth  their  pointed  tines. 

The  ploughman  in  one  field  the  soil  o'erturns, 

The  sower  in  another  scatters  seed, 

On  which  the  rain  descends,  the  sunshine  yearns, 

And  the  melting  snow  with  moisture  soft  doth  feed 

Incense  of  praise  in  all  our  bosoms  burns, 

While  goodness  in  the  rolling  year  we  read. 
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WINTER 

February   15,   1908 

While  winter  and  hard  frost  despotic  reign, 

The  missel-thrush  sings  morning  orison, 

And  though  th'  grass  of  the  fields  is  wintry  wan, 

Our  anthems  blend  with  the  thrush's  loud  refrain, 

In  trust  that  jocund  spring  is  here  again, 

For  the  pouting  green  leaves  of  the  tulip  peep, 

And  the  busy  mole  wakes  from  its  winter  sleep, 

And  the  primrose  stars  the  hedge-bank  in  the  lane. 

But  'tis  like  many  a  promise  to  the  eye, 
Like  many  a  hope  which  doth  go  up  as  dust. 
Which  reason  and  experience  falsify — 
A  chimera  which  deludes  the  fatuous  trust : 
To-morrow  snow  on  the  pallid  fields  will  lie, 
And  ice  the  pools  and  rivers  will  encrust. 
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WINTER 

February  i6,  1908 

Genius  of  spring  obtruding  in  the  house 

Of  winter  ;    heard  in  song  birds'  lusty  lay, 

Of  finch  and  thrush  and  robin's  carols  gay. 

The  grey  of  dawn  with  bubbling  joy  endows, 

Imagination  clothes  the  woodland  boughs 

With  leafage,  and  the  radiant  close  of  day, 

In  summer-like  effulgence  doth  array, 

Which  the  Occident  to  wizard  magic  owes. 

Submits  to  Nature's  mystical  decree, 

In  roseate  glamour  bannering  the  west. 

Wherein  th'  effulgent  star  of  eve  we  see. 

Which,  glittering  on  the  brow  of  night,  doth  rest, 

Rayed  round  with  necromantic  mystery, 

A  diadem  of  splendid  sheen  confest. 
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WINTER 

February  17,   1908 

THE    SNOWDROP 

Welcome  sweet  messenger  of  hope  and  spring. 

Irradiating  February's  gloom 

With  joyance  and  inelfable  perfume : 

Thy  blossoms  to  the  winter-weary  bring 

A  pure  delight  and  make  the  dumb  to  sing 

With  the  feathered  choir  in  garden,  grove,  and  field, 

To  whom  is  forecast  of  the  spring  revealed, 

And  the  gleam  and  gloom  with  concert  sweet  doth  ring. 

Twice  welcome,  lovely  floweret  of  the  shade, 
Violets  and  primroses  beside  thee  peep. 
Illuminating  every  woodland  glade, 
And  starring  many  a  twilight  dingle  deep : 
The  brier  and  bracken  with  thy  light  arrayed, 
Welcome  thee,  snowdrop,  from  thy  winter's  sleep. 


FLASHES    FROM    THE   ORIENT 


GEORGE    MEREDITH 
On  attaining  his  8oth  year 

Imperishable  laurel  decks  thy  brow, 

Which  fourscore  years  have  whitened  with  their  snows, 

And  on  thy  natal  day  a  mountain  grows 

Of  epistolary  greetings.     Poets  bow, 

Princes  and  kings  with  honours  thee  endow. 

And  the  million  crowns  thee  chief  of  lyric  song. 

Almost  alone  thou  dost  survive  the  throng 

Of  memoried  minstrels  ;    worthiest  of  those, 

Browning  and  Tennyson,  Dickens  and  he 

Who  pictured  Pompeii  in  its  last  hours, 

Who  charmed  the  age  and  made  its  history. 

All  that  was  mortal  of  them  death  devours. 

Swinburne  and  thee  on  time's  stage  still  we  see 

In  green  old  age  with  scarce  diminished  powers. 
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WINTER 

February  26,   1908 

Seclusion,  melancholy,  and  repose 

With  winter  synchronise.     The  miracle 

Of  dawn  doth  like  a  benediction  fall, 

And  wakes  to  worship  ;    and  meek  evening's  close 

O'er  that  dear  mountain  cot  a  glamour  throws 

Of  mystery,  and  peace,  and  tranquil  joy, 

Where  carking  care  obtrudes  not  its  alloy, 

And  life  flows  on  exempt  from  all  its  woes. 

So  melancholy  hath  a  mystic  joy, 
Inexplicable,  but  no  less  of  power 
Than  merriment  to  glad  the  thoughtful  mind, 
Without  that  thoughtless  merriment's  alloy, 
And  doth  the  soul  with  lasting  peace  endower, 
With  holier  raptures,  spiritual  and  refined. 
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WINTER 
A    BONFIRE 

That  heap  of  dingy  bracken — withered  leaves, 

Heaped  up  to  form  a  sacrificial  pyre, 

Flames  high  in  response  to  a  spark  of  fire, 

Or  when  that  bonfire  sodden  draff  receives 

Emits  a  soaring  column  of  white  smoke, 

Whereon  the  horizontal  sun-rays  look, 

In  soft  transfiguration's  light,  and  weaves 

Halo  of  splendid  sheen,  which  doth  evoke 

My  soul's  response  in  worship  of  the  power 

Which  earth,  decay,  and  death  transmute  to  grace. 

So  may  I  rise  in  desolation's  hour, 

Aspiring  to  the  soul's  eternal  place, 

Of  the  ransomed  and  the  glorified  their  dower. 

Whom  from  corruption's  dust  that  power  doth  raise. 
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WINTER 

February  27,   1908 

The  south-west  winds  had  breathed  a  subtle  balm 
O'er  a  reviving  earth  from  winter's  blight, 
And  the  snowdrops  blooms  appeared  of  pearly  white; 
The  thrushes  sang  with  sweet,  melodious  charm, 
And  catkins  blossomed  on  the  budding  palm ; 
The  morning  dawned  with  an  augmented  light; 
The  amorous  birds  paired  lovingly  to  sight, 
Fluttering  in  giddy  joy  without  alarm. 

But  the  capricious  winds  forsake  the  west, 

And  north-east  blizzards,  glacially  severe. 

Winter's  stern  recrudescence  loud  attest. 

Spring's  all  too  early  blossomry  arrest : 

The  music  of  the  groves  we  cease  to  hear, 

Save  sparrows'  twittering  chatter  homesteads  near. 
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WINTER 

March  15,   1908 

Winter  and  spring  clasp  hands  across  the  waste 

And  dubious  bound'ry  of  the  budding  year, 

And  while  the  crocus  and  primrose  appear, 

Still  winter's  mantle  o'er  the  skies  is  cast, 

From  whence  sleet,  hail,  and  feathery  snowfiakes  fall; 

Though  hedges  bud  and  birds  sing  madrigal, 

Winter  with  spring's  green  livery  is  enlaced, 

But  th'  green  triumphs  o'er  the  brown  and  sere. 

Then  lo  paean  unto  spring  be  sung, 

The  throstle  and  the  blackbird  tune  their  lays, 

A  universal  peal  of  joy  is  rung, 

And  earth  and  sky  resound  with  heaven's  glad  praise. 

Let  harp  and  lute  in  harmony  be  strung. 

In  spring's  and  winter's  sweetly  blended  days. 
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WINTER 

March  i6 

The  trees  in  spring  their  dazzling  honours  bore, 
In  burnished  pride  and  in  resplendent  sheen, 
In  summer  crowned  with  blossoms  fair  were  seen, 
In  autumn  loaded  stood  with  fruitful  store. 
Now  when  the  winds  of  winter  hurtling  roar. 
And  murky  clouds  pile  their  dark  masses  high, 
And  in  a  midnight  darkness  veil  the  sky, 
They  carpet  with  white  wonder  all  earth's  floor. 

Large,  fast,  and  silently  the  snowfiakes  fall, 

Deep  on  the  city,  village,  hill,  and  vale; 

And  now  the  trees  bend  'neath  white  winter's  pall, 

Bleak  winter  rounds  the  year  with  ruffling  gale, 

Robin  and  thrush  huddle  on  garden  wall, 

And  the  plover  croaks  its  melancholy  wail. 
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WINTER 

March  i 

The  chaffinch  greets  the  snowdrop  in  the  morn, 

Earliest  migrant  of  the  choral  throng. 

How  pleasant  in  the  dawn  of  spring  thy  song, 

Before  the  hyacinths  the  groves  adorn, 

Before  the  daisy  gems  the  dewy  lawn, 

Hope  lifts  her  banner,  waves  her  golden  hair. 

Sees  the  procession  of  spring's  flow'rets  fair. 

And  visioned  blossom  of  the  budding  thorn. 

But  winter  still  asserts  its  sombre  sway : 
A  snowy  mantle  wraps  the  landscape  round, 
Full  oft  dark  clouds  obscure  the  darkling  day 
And  howling  tempests  in  the  tree-tops  sound, 
But  the  merry  finch  renews  its  sprightly  lay, 
And  winter  weird  is  jubilantly  crowned. 
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WINTER 

February  21 

Spring  to  the  house  of  winter  radiant  comes, 

And  beams  beneficence  of  sun  and  light, 

In  summer's  glorious  effulgence  bright. 

And  Heaven's  ambrosia  the  air  perfumes, 

Though  not  a  flower  irradiates  our  homes. 

Save  aconite  and  snowdrop,  snowy  white, 

And  crocus  ruby,  or  in  saffron  dight, 

And  winter's  pyre  in  spring's  fierce  gale  consumes. 

The  plover  o'er  the  springing  wheat-field  flies, 

Croaking  its  monotone  in  joyous  cheer; 

The  thrush,  with  loud,  melodious  chant,  replies, 

And  th'  plaintive  robin  all  the  day  we  hear; 

The  owl  discourses  aphorisms  wise, 

And  hope  and  joy  enchant  the  opening  year. 
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February  i 

Kindly  and  keenly  winter's  rule  prevails, 
In  organ  winds,  in  frost  and  feathery  snow. 
Which  do  on  man  a  keener  joy  bestow 
Than  in  warm  summer's  languor-breathing-gales, 
Though  the  loud  wind  in  tempest  hoarsely  wails, 
Yet  'neath  the  kindly  cold  the  spring  buds  grow. 
The  brown  buds  pout  on  hawthorn  hedges'  row. 
And  rhododendrons  peep  in  armoured  scales. 

Though  silent  are  the  groves,  nor  missel-thrush, 

Nor  robin  nor  accentor  trill  their  lays, 

And  though  of  leaf  are  bare  the  tree  and  bush. 

We  lilt  our  psalmody  in  grateful  praise, 

Though  storm-winds  blow  or  rest  in  peaceful  hush, 

Our  heartfelt  worship  we  devoutly  raise. 
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February  2 

The  silent  forces  of  fair  Nature  move, 

In  ordered  sequence  on  the  plane  of  earth, 

Invisibly  in  winter's  dreary  dearth, 

Even  as  spring  with  green  leaves  decks  the  grove, 

Beneath  the  frozen  soil  the  flowers  we  love 

Develop,  and  the  armoured  buds  appear, 

Nor  winter's  killing  exigencies  fear, 

And  wisdom's  ways  and  love's  divinely  prove. 

How  beautiful  the  iron-bound  morning  grey, 
When  cold,  invigorating  north  winds  blow. 
When  to  the  buoyant  step  the  frost-bound  way 
Rings,  or  when  falls  around  the  mantling  snow. 
Then  to  disport  in  swift  gyrations  gay, 
We  to  the  meres  in  happy  myriads  go. 
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February  3 
THE    SPARROW 

Constant  though  humble  feathered  friend,  all  hail, 
Thy  song  (monotonous  though  it  may  be) 
Is  that  of  friendship  in  adversity  ; 
'Neath  fortune's  frowns  and  winter's  doth  not  fail, 
When  of  the  myriad-voiced  choir  the  tale 
Is  dumb,  and  some  have  fled  beyond  the  sea. 
Thou  and  the  robin  blend  your  psalmody, 
When  a  winter  morning  dawns  in  sunshine  pale. 

That  coppice  the  ancestral  hall  around. 
Clustering  and  singing  in  the  breezy  dawn. 
Your  song  is  welcome  to  the  stroller  found, 
Your  presence  crowding  on  the  trees  and  lawn, 
And  winter  drear  is  with  sweet  joyance  crowned, 
When  the  curtains  from  the  gates  of  day  are  drawn. 
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February  4 

Th'  Alsatia-alba  snow-white  flower  had  peeped 
Above  the  soil  on  the  grotto's  rocky  wall, 
And  snowdrops  did  to  spring's  approaches  call, 
When  back  to  bleak  north-east  the  keen  wind  leaped, 
And  woodland  trees  in  wintry  fretwork  steeped. 
And  winter's  keen  relapses  us  appal, 
But  the  crocus  daringly  smiles  upon  all. 
Though  on  this  lowering  morn  no  bird  hath  cheeped. 

Tempest  on  land  and  sea  hath  spent  its  rage ; 
The  breakers  of  the  rocks  are  gorged  with  prey; 
Forlornly  sad  on  history's  doleful  page 
Are  the  tragic  records  of  each  stormy  day, 
Winter  o'er  trembling  spring  holds  sovran  sway. 
While  Nature's  conflicts,  hopes,  and  fears  engage. 
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WINTER 
THE    MORNING    STAR 

Star  of  the  morning,  Hesperus  benign, 
I  hail  thee,  fairest  herald  of  the  morn, 
A  diadem  by  the  dawn's  splendour  worn, 
While  yet  Sol  lingers  'neath  th'  horizon's  line, 
Bathing  in  ocean  of  heaven's  ruby  wine. 
How  swiftly  art  thou  of  thy  splendour  shorn, 
Melting  as  from  the  brow  of  morning  torn 
By  seraphs'  fingers  or  Aurora's  shine. 

A  beautiful  eclipse,  where  rosy  light 

Bathes  east  and  west  alike  in  ambient  sheen; 

Last  in  the  vanished  retinue  of  night, 

First  on  the  jewelled  brow  of  evening  seen ; 

Eternity  shines  in  thy  lustre  bright. 

In  golden  letters  on  heaven's  shining  screen. 
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WINTER 

Decembet  26,   1909 

The  rolling  year  (the  seasons'  liquid  lapse) 

Brings  winter  once  again  upon  the  scene, 

And  covers  up  with  snow  the  meadows  green 

In  mantle  white,  th'  aspiring  hills  it  wraps. 

And  the  wide  woods  in  fairy  fretwork  drapes, 

In  covering  warm  protects  the  young  spring  wheat, 

While  clots  of  snow  cling  to  our  lab'ring  feet, 

And  th'  birds  'neath  leeward  hedges  shivering  screen. 

The  robin,  throstle,  sparrow  cluster  round 
My  porch  at  breakfast's  dedicated  hour, 
Where  on  the  snow  a  sweet  repast  is  found, 
Which  they  in  hungry  gratitude  devour: 
Appeased,  they  quit  the  snow-enveloped  ground, 
To  shelter  of  the  barn  and  ivied  tower. 
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WINTER 

December  25,  1909 

Almost  two  thousand  years  their  lapse  have  trailed 

Athwart  the  empyrean  bright  and  fair 

Since  the  angel-song  entranced  the  dulcet  air 

On  that  auspicious  morn  His  birth  which  hailed, 

That  for  world's  peace  and  pardon  all  availed. 

Hushed  are  the  groves  commemorative  now, 
The  star  of  morn  and  sun  in  worship  bow, 
While  we  with  heavenly  hosts  our  joy  declare. 

With  the  astonied  hinds  to  stable  dim 
We  wend  in  wondering  awe  and  love  devout, 
And  with  the  eastern  sages  bow  to  Him 
Who  put  hell's  legions  on  this  day  to  rout. 
His  birth,  His  death  avail  man  to  redeem 
From  inbred  sin  and  blot  transgression  out. 
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WINTER 

December  21,  1909 

Now  when  the  woods  have  doffed  their  leafage  green, 

Poetic  dawn  effulgent  of  the  rose, 

With  orange  blended  a  bright  mantle  throws 

O'er  heaven  and  earth,  wherein  no  portent  looms 

Of  winter's  advent,  for  no  loud  wind  booms. 

And  birds  sing  in  the  bare  trees,  where  the  rain 

And  dewdrops  sparkle,  watering  the  lane 

And  garden,  which  no  lingering  flower  perfumes. 

The  missel- thrush  and  robin  blend  their  lays, 

And  the  hedge  sparrows  add  their  chorus  loud  ; 

The  plover  its  untuneful  threnod  plays. 

And  midday  dons  a  darkly  threat'ning  cloud ; 

A  cold  north  wind  blots  out  the  sun's  bright  rays, 

And  the  frowning  skies  in  rising  wrath  are  bowed. 
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WINTER 

December  14 

Now  when  the  hedgerows  bare  of  leaf  are  seen, 

The  holly,  hawthorn,  wild  brier  hips  behold, 

'Mid  nascent  buds  braving  the  winter's  cold, 

And  all  the  trees  have  shed  their  leafage  green. 

And  th'  birds  their  feathered  plumes  forget  to  preen, 

And  quench  their  songs,  in  summer's  dawn  which  rolled 

O'er  woodland  walks  in  chorus  full  and  bold. 

Now  when  dull  curtain  cloudscapes  intervene, 

Mephitic  silence  couches  in  the  glade, 

And  melancholy  consecrates  the  day 

To  thought,  while  Nature  in  dun  robes  arrayed, 

Weeps  rheumy  tears  in  mournful  disarray, 

As  smitten  by  dull  age  her  beauties  fade, 

And  all  her  loveliness  doth  pass  away. 
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WINTER 

December  13 

Winter  with  autumn's  sweet  salubrity 

Comes  by  its  dawns  of  bright  effulgence  lit, 

Where  the  sun  on  golden  chariot  doth  sit; 

Aurora  and  the  hours  flame  through  the  sky 

In  celestial  and  supernal  radiancy, 

And  day,  though  in  a  narrow  circle  bound, 

Is  with  soft  halo  gloriously  crowned, 

Which  ofttimes  lance-like  rain  showers  intermit. 

Though  brief  the  day,  the  evening  compensates, 

With  moon  or  starshine  soon  as  day  declines, 

And  imagination  on  bold  emprise  waits. 

And  floods  with  splendour  fancy's  living  lines. 

Hesperus  consecrates  eve's  western  gates. 

Or  bright  Orion  luminously  shines. 
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WINTER 

December  i,   1908 

On  winter's  dreary  confines  now  we  stand, 

By  fog  enveloped  of  the  gelid  mom ; 

The  woods  of  their  effulgent  splendour  shorn, 

Autumn  no  longer  waves  her  magic  wand, 

And  th'  swallows  long  have  fled  to  southern  land, 

While  the  hemisphere  in  darkness  shrouds  forlorn. 

Nor  flowers  the  gardens  desolate  adorn. 

Th'  accentor  and  the  missel-thrush  unite 

In  clam'rous  concert  as  in  jocund  spring  ; 

Oblivious  of  the  morn's  eclipse  of  light. 

And  festivals  of  song  to  winter  bring, 

For  winter  on  this  day  frowns  with'ring  blight, 

And  o'er  dead  autumn  sable  pall  doth  fling. 
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WINTER— SPRING 
March  i6,  1908 

Hail,  joy  in  sorrow,  light  in  darkness  seen. 

Spring's  glimmering  dawn  on  winter's  sombre  night 

Gone  is  the  exigence  of  winter's  blight, 

And  pallid  woods  are  pencilled  o'er  with  green, 

Where  larches  tremble  into  leaf  serene, 

The  sable  clouds  turn  their  soft  lining  white, 

The  gardens  blossom  to  rejoicing  sight. 

The  thrush  his  plumage  doth  ecstatic  preen  ; 

The  soaring  lark  carols  from  break  of  day, 

Finches  and  linnets  trill  their  rippling  song. 

The  primrose  decks  the  woods  with  blossoms  gay, 

And  saffron  sunsets  glamorous  eve  prolong; 

The  ring-dove  coos  its  meditative  lay. 

And  the  blackbird  warbles  the  deep  woods  among. 
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.      WINTER— SPRING 
March  17,  1908 

The  miracle  of  morning  breaks  sublime, 

After  a  day  and  night  of  dull  eclipse, 

And  the  celestial  arch  no  longer  weeps 

In  fog,  mist,  snow,  and  rain,  and  now  the  chime 

Of  bird  song  trills,  and  th'  lark  to  heaven  doth  climb, 

And  pours  down  music  from  cerulean  deeps, 

And  th'  winter  wind  in  calm  quiescence  sleeps, 

And  opening  buds  whisper  of  spring's  glad  time. 

Awake,  my  soul,  and  with  the  feathered  choir 
Attune  thy  minstrelsy  of  joyance  loud. 
Awake,  sweet  song,  in  voice,  in  harp,  in  lyre, 
In  concert  with  that  lark  beyond  the  cloud; 
With  it  to  heaven's  cerulean  heights  aspire, 
In  praise  for  the  great  gift  of  song  endowed. 
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THE    VERNAL    EQUINOX 

March  21,   1908 

The  scales  which  God  holds  in  His  mighty  hand 
Weigh  day  and  night  in  equal  balance  just, 
And  His  snow  morsels  are  celestial  dust, 
Which  make  those  scales  in  equal  poise  to  stand, 
Divinely  fixed  aloof  terrestrial  land  ; 
The  Architect  of  that  blue  arch  sublime 
Sustains  the  globe  and  measures  out  its  time. 
And  links  the  whole  in  equinoctial  band. 

The  vernal  equinox.     That  throstle  sings 

Upon  the  ash-tree  spray  in  bubbling  joy; 

Stark  are  the  trees,  for  no  green  verdure  flings 

Its  mantle,  nor  away  doth  winter  fly, 

But  th'  budding  groves,  the  birds'  loud  warblings 

Rob  waning  winter  of  its  harsh  alloy. 
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WINTER 

December  22 
DAWN 

The  first  gleams  of  the  morning.     Oh  how  fair 
Their  pencilling  beneath  the  belt  of  cloud 
Of  superincumbent,  crushing  phalanx  bowed 
Above  the  horizon.     How  the  fragrant  air 
Of  morning  on  the  sunrise  whispers  there, 
Singing  the  sun-god's  praises.     Incense  sweet, 
Wafted  before  his  bright  majestic  feet, 
And  doth  to  me  balm  from  the  Orient  bear. 

As  from  the  holy  shrine  of  heaven's  high  fane, 

Where  Godhead  hides  behind  dark  clouds  His  face, 

Permitting  glimpses  bright  of  golden  rain 

To  filter  through  from  halls  of  beauteous  grace, 

He  comes,  the  majesty  of  heaven  again, 

A  universe  with  warmth  and  light  to  bless. 
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WINTER 
THE    MORNING    STAR 

Star  of  the  morning,  glorious  orb  of  light, 
Blest  harbinger  of  day-dawn,  hail  to  thee, 
Enthroned  on  high  in  shining  mystery. 
Last  in  the  train  of  solemn,  sacred  night. 
Not  as  in  evening's  galaxy  so  bright, 
Nor  so  resplendent  as  at  midnight  hour, 
Though  but  a  unit  in  heaven's  radiant  shower 
Alone  in  melting  softness  thou  art  dight. 

In  bath  of  splendour  of  day's  dawning  beams. 
Enrobed  in  purple  cloud  and  amber  sheen, 
Thy  stow  recession  into  heaven  seems 
As  the  flickering  flight  of  holy  angels  seen. 
And  the  matin  song  of  birds  my  spirit  deems 
Nature's  sweet  orison  in  praise  serene. 
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CHRISTMAS    DAY 

Hail,  smiling  morn,  hail,  memorable  day, 
On  which  the  Saviour  of  mankind  was  born. 
The  wintry  clouds  are  wide  asunder  torn. 
And  the  sun  shines  with  soft,  benignant  ray, 
So  on  the  world  the  Sun  of  Righteousness 
Doth  rise  with  healing  in  His  heavenly  wings, 
And  all  Creation  Alleluia  sings. 
For  Christ  is  born  a  fallen  world  to  bless. 

As  the  shepherds  came  at  early  morning  light, 
As  oriental  kings  and  sages  bowed. 
In  infant  form  beheld  God's  august  might. 
And  to  His  worship  sacred  homage  vowed, 
So  still  mid  sin's  and  nature's  wintry  blight, 
His  holy  courts  we  would  with  worship  crowd. 
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WINTER 

February 

THE    CROCUS 

One  pleasant  morn  in  February's  prime 

I  saw  the  crocus  peeping  o'er  the  mould, 

Defiant  of  the  arrowy  winter's  cold, 

In  pendant  clusters  o'er  the  frosty  rime, 

A  herald  of  spring's  swiftly  coming  time  ; 

The  next  they  withered  lay  upon  the  sward, 

For  recrudescent  winter  was  abroad, 

And  King  Frost  did  the  landscape  reinfold. 

The  song  which  yestermorn  had  thrilled  the  glade 
Was  hushed  to  silence  on  th'  inclement  morn ; 
Each  bush  and  tree  in  crystals  bright  arrayed, 
Garden  and  grove  doth  gloriously  adorn; 
The  flowers  of  winter,  though  they  swiftly  fade. 
Make  the  inclement  season  less  forlorn. 


■77 


FLASHES   FROM    THE   ORIENT 


A    GRAIN    OF    WHEAT 

Amazing  cereal  of  wondrous  strength, 

More  than  of  iron  or  of  granite  cold, 

Who  can  thy  tale  of  hardiness  unfold, 

Thy  usefulness  define  in  all  its  length, 

The  winter  of  our  northern  British  clime, 

Defying  in  its  rigours  Borean  ? 

God's  great  benevolence  declare  who  can  ? 

In  words  or  in  due  praise  His  wisdom  chime. 

The  tender  blade  on  dawn  of  winter  peeps, 
Soft  snow  enwraps  it  in  a  mantle  white, 
Therein  till  spring  it  obliviously  sleeps, 
And  braves  the  winter  of  cold  arctic  night. 
It  grows  and  ripens  till  the  sickle  reaps 
The  harvest  plenteously  golden  bright. 
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SUNRISE    IN    JANUARY    1902 

A  WINTRY  sunrise,  where  the  leafless  trees 
Are  traced  upon  the  southern  halo  fair, 
Like  giant  sentinels  to  greet  him  there — 
The  lord  of  day,  while  the  spectator  sees 
The  full-orbed  moon  in  heaven's  infinities, 
Paling  and  sinking  in  the  pearly  light, 
Which  momently  increases,  lustrous  bright, 
Where  the  sun's  orb  in  glorious  sheen  doth  rise. 

The  little  birds,  though  January's  cold, 

Clothe  all  the  fields  in  hoar-frost  glistening  white, 

Pour  forth  their  matin  songs  with  clamour  bold, 

In  loud  exuberance  of  young  delight ; 

Spring  in  their  hearts,  though  winter's  ice-clasp  hold 

The  spectral  woods  in  its  potential  might. 


179 


FLASHES   FROM    THE   ORIENT 


SINCERITY    AND    TRUTH 

Sincerity  and  truth  the  virtues  hail, 

Th'  unerring  attributes  of  God  eterne, 

These  in  th'  siderial  heavens  we  nightly  learn. 

Those  myriad  orbs  through  heaven's  bright  tracts 

which  sail, 
And  whose  sublime  processions  never  fail 
In  their  orbital  transit  through  the  night, 
Since  first  they  blazed  in  multitudinous  light, 
Th'  amaze  of  scientist  and  dreamer  pale. 

From  heaven  to  earth  and  men  how  wide  the  leap, 

But  in  the  moral  law  man  sees  and  learns 

In  that  mirror  of  God  firm  hold  on  truth  to  keep, 

Till  in  sincerity  heavenward  he  turns, 

O'er  every  sin  repentantly  doth  weep, 

And  for  j)ure  holiness  sincerely  yearns. 
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THE    MUSES 

Parnassian  fount  of  inspiration,  once 

Th'  oracular  resort  of  poet-sage, 

In  the  Pindaric  and  Homeric  age, 

Th'  resort  of  Athens'  and  of  Pelops'  sons, 

And  which  through  Phocis'  plains  pellucid  runs. 

Though  now  unvisited  and  unrevered, 

And  as  forsaken  Delphi's  fount  unfeared, 

Th'  rippling  cadence  still  its  song  attunes, 

To  elegy  and  ode  and  epic  great, 

And  gentle  sonnet  of  th'  immortal  bard, 

E'en  him  who  built  on  Rydal  mount  his  seat, 

And  with  Petrarch  an  equal  honour  shared 

Of  exaltation  in  each  loud  heart-beat, 

To  Fame's  high  temple  by  the  muses  reared. 
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FLASHES    FROM    THE   ORIENT 


WINTER 

The  tassels  of  the  nettles  and  the  ling, 
Embrowned  and  blooming  still  in  winter's  day, 
While  whispering  that  autumn's  passed  away, 
Some  compensations  their  late  blossoms  bring. 
And  o'er  the  heath  and  wold  a  halo  fling, 
And  in  a  myriad-blended  chorus  say. 
In  nothing  is  there  any  let  or  stay, 
But  all  to  winter's  bourne  are  hastening. 

What  is  our  life? — Spring,  beautiful  and  bright; 

Summer,  mature  in  pomp  and  potency; 

Autumn,  a  glory  to  admiring  sight ; 

In  winter,  death  and  final  doom  we  see. 

So  human  life  evolves  till  death's  dark  night 

Closes  of  life  the  solemn  history. 


WINTER 


WINTER 

February 

Vicissitude  of  change ;  the  frost  takes  wing, 
iEolus'  bahny  breath  expels  the  cold ; 
Folded,  the  blinding  fog  away  is  rolled, 
The  gathering  clouds  surcharged,  their  torrents  fling 
On  grateful  earth,  the  brooks  replenishing. 
Again  on  mountain  sides  white  cascades  gleam, 
Augmenting  river  broad  and  tribute  stream. 
And  the  little  birds  resume  their  lays  to  sing. 

Washed  free  of  vapour,  morn  is  bright  and  clear, 

Irradiated  with  the  blush  of  dawn  ; 

No  clouds  on  the  horizon's  verge  appear; 

The  sunrise  curtains  are  wide-open  drawn; 

Phaston,  the  chariot  of  the  sun  doth  steer. 

And  while  we  gaze  the  choiring  birds  we  hear. 
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WINTER 

December  i8 

A  WINTRY  grey  paints  th'  melancholy  morn, 
And  solemn  sadness  broods  o'er  wood  and  wold, 
From  dawn  to  dark  the  day  is  dull  and  cold, 
'Mid  silence  only  by  shrill  plover  torn, 
Or  more  discordant  crow,  redbreast  forlorn 
Flits  songless.     'Tis  the  midnight  of  the  year, 
And  earth  and  heaven  night's  sombre  garment  wear, 
While  sacred  sadness  doth  the  mind  enfold. 

Not  night  alone,  but  death  it  shadows  forth, 
The  mystic  sleep,  the  silence  and  the  gloom. 
Alike  that  glorious  resurrection  birth. 
Which  shall  to  us  as  spring's  returning  come. 
We  look  away  from  death's  sepulchral  dearth, 
Which  dreadless  o'er  life's  atmosphere  doth  loom. 


184 


WINTER 


WINTER 

November 

A  TRANSFORMATION.     On  this  Sparkling  morn 

King  fog  has  abdicated  his  dark  throne, 

But  th'  horizon  is  encircled  by  a  zone 

Or  belt  of  white  transparency,  the  East 

With  growing  light  is  momently  increased, 

And  splendours  which  with  pomp   the  skies  adorn. 

Silence  prevails;  but  from  that  wintry  hush 

A  pleasant  hum  booms  to  the  listening  ear, 

Its  focus  that  rick-crowded  farm-yard  near, 

Approach'd,  sight  is  rewarded  by  the  rush 

Of  glittering  grain  filling  the  gaping  sacks, 

Which  on  the  lumbering  wain  to  th'  mill  are  borne. 

The  hungry  monster  soon  devours  those  stacks, 

And  pours  an  avalanche  of  golden  corn. 
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WINTER 

December 

November's  glooms  and  fogs  have  taken  flight, 
Torrential  rains  in  deluge  have  outpoured, 
While  Borean  winds  in  savage  rage  have  roared; 
The  days  have  dwindled  till  the  powers  of  night 
Have  triumphed  over  Nature's  vanquished  fight ; 
But  the  calendar  and  memory  both  record 
Mercies,  in  whose  fair  light  High  Heaven  adored 
Sheds  through  the  darkness  its  benignant  light. 

For  all  is  mercy,  and  the  winter's  gloom 
Is  radiant  with  spiritual  sheen, 
And  o'er  the  darkest  days  bright  visions  come 
Of  glories  which  behind  the  vale  arc  seen, 
That  like  a  rainbow  o'er  the  dreaded  tomb 
Doth  'neath  its  scowl  and  menace  intervene. 
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WINTER 

Seven,  and  the  dawn  of  light,  fog,  rime,  and  frost 

Herald  the  sunrise  of  a  wintry  day. 

A  tender  flush  preludes  Sol's  clouded  ray; 

Th'  unhappy  birds  from  tree  to  ground  seem  tossed 

Like  eddying  leaves.     They  plaintively  accost 

The  traveller  with  friendly  chirp  and  tame, 

And  pitying  human  sympathy  they  claim. 

The  gardens  sad  no  single  blossom  boast, 
E'en  bold  chrysanthemum  despairing  dies, 
And  on  the  tempest-fretted  rock-bound  coast 
Full  many  a  goodly  vessel  stranded  lies, 
Whose  passengers  and  crew  with  it  are  lost. 
O'er  their  deep  grave  the  gull  sad  requiem  cries, 
And  the  wailing  wind  funereal  cadence  sighs. 
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WINTER 

November  28 

THE    MORNING    STAR 

Hail  !    star  of  evening,  star  of  morning,  hail  ! 

How  gloriously  thou  shinest  in  the  glow 

Of  winter's  day-dawn  radiancy,  lo  ! 

A  cloudless  hemisphere  of  light,  where  sail 

No  earth-born  shadows  o'er  that  orb  serene ; 

Thy  sparkling  light  in  splendour's  bath  to  screen, 

Which  swiftly  fades  from  rose  to  silvery  pale, 

Prelusive  of  that  august  vision,  soon 
To  glad  creation,  change  on  change  beheld, 
Wherein  surpassing  glamour  is  revealed. 
In  concentrated  radiancy  grown 
Orbicular  to  sight,  the  day-god  large, 
Poising  a  moment  on  th'  horizon's  marge, 
All  his  unveiled  glory  earthward  thrown. 
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WINTER 

December 

'Tis  a  dreary,  dull,  and  dark  December  morn; 

The  twitter  of  the  sparrows  loud  is  heard. 

Of  the  dismantled  grove  the  only  bird 

To  sing  remaining  on  the  trees  forlorn. 

Now  wintry  darkness,  rain,  and  hail,  and  sleet, 

On  the  weird,  wailing  wind  around  us  beat, 

And  from  their  steadfast  roots  the  trees  are  torn, 

In  gale  and  fierce  tornado  ruinous. 

Which  over  land  and  sea  destructive  rage; 

For  the  spirits  and  the  powers  of  air  let  loose 

On  man  and  nature  warfare  seem  to  wage, 

And  birds,  migratory  swallows,  and  wild  goose, 

In  desperate  fight  the  elements  engage, 

Which  their  crushed  battalions  dead  on  ocean  toss. 


FLASHES   FROM    THE   ORIENT 


WINTER 

Autumn  has  swiftly  sped,  the  fruits  are  stored, 
The  orchards  show  no  glittering  brave  array, 
The  vines  have  shed  their  purple  clusters  gay. 
The  squirrel  has  made  good  his  winter  hoard 
Of  hazel,  beech,  and  oak.     Nature  has  poured 
Out  of  her  glorious  cornucopia 
Provision  for  man's  long,  long  winter's  day, 
And  for  his  gifts  is  God  supreme  adored. 

Yet  winter's  shorn  of  terrors  to  the  soul 

Attuned  to  worship.     Wisdom's  hand  it  sees 

In  earth,  which  doth  through  generous  seasons  roll, 

Exulting  in  their  sweet  felicities. 

Nor  doth  in  winter  harsh  its  lot  condole, 

But  of  adversity  the  pearl  doth  seize. 
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WINTER 

December 

TWO    MORNINGS 

The  diamond  drops  upon  the  hawthorn  droop, 

Sparkling  in  sunshine  of  the  morning  bright, 

To  the  early  morning  strollers'  sweet  delight, 

While  the  risen  sun  from  his  high  throne  doth  stoop, 

And  drink  each  glittering  jewelled  wonder  up. 

Enveloping  his  orb  in  mist  wreaths  white, 

Or  rain  clouds  cloaking  day  with  darksome  night, 

From  whence  a  watery  deluge  oft  doth  swoop. 

Of  yesterday  a  mera'ry,  but  this  morn 
Is  glad  with  sunshine's  unimpeded  ray, 
When  sapphire  radiances  heaven  adorn. 
And  the  soul  on  winter's  festal  morn  is  gay. 
And  no  portents  the  gladsome  spirit  warn. 
Of  winter's  rigours  frowning  to  dismay. 
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WINTER 

November    30 

The  autumn  hath  its  last  pale  petals  shed, 
The  morning  dawns  in  winter's  icy  grasp, 
The  ruffian  steel-cold  wind  my  face  doth  rasp, 
The  sun  emerges  from  his  cloudy  bed, 
Dilated,  lustreless,  and  deeply  red; 
But  the  leaping  veins  confess  a  sovran  glow; 
Affliction's  self  with  joy  doth  overflow, 
Though  the  roses  in  the  gardens  all  are  dead. 

But  in  the  sky  the  constellations  blaze. 
When  starry  night  and  frost  assert  their  reign. 
And  all  athwart  heaven's  moonlit  northern  plain 
Bright  Borealis  bannered  pomp  displays  ; 
And  its  effulgence,  high  as  Charley's  Wain, 
Athwart  the  heavens  compels  the  wondering  gaze. 
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WINTER 

December 

Another  phase  of  winter:  his  cold  breath 
Congeals  the  dew  on  every  forest  tree, 
When  morning  dawns  in  its  strange  mystery, 
While  a  clinging  mist  the  landscape  doth  enwreath 
In  mantle  white,  the  grey,  cold  skies  beneath. 
Mephitic  silence  chains  the  palsied  grove ; 
From  their  burrows  warm  the  conies  fear  to  rove, 
And  the  pheasant  is  reprieved  one  day  from  death. 

Reynard  may  roam  abroad,  nor  fear  the  hounds; 

The  pigeons  huddled  on  the  corn  stacks  coo, 

And  fear  to  fly  beyond  the  narrow  bounds 

Of  the  farmstead  circumscribed  by  mist  to  view. 

For  the  blinding  fog  e'en  their  keen  sense  confounds. 

And  the  hovering  hawk  forbears  them  to  pursue. 


193 


FLASHES   FROM   THE   ORIENT 


WINTER 

November 

A  November  fog  enshrouds  with  vapour  dense, 
Blots  out  the  landscape,  darkens  dismal  day, 
Extinguishes  the  sunshine's  vanishing  ray; 
The  leafless  trees  a  dripping  rain  dispense 
On  th'  sodden  path  'neath  ineffectual  shade, 
The  searching  cold  grips  with  a  biting  chill. 
The  palsied  wind  in  sudden  pause  is  still, 
And  autumn's  gold  to  winter's  gloom  doth  fade. 

Anon  torrential  rain  diluvial  falls, 
And  wakes  the  sleeper  at  the  midnight  hour, 
Till  the  soporific  sound  to  slumber  calls, 
And  sleep's  oblivion  reasserts  its  power. 
O  blessed  sleep.  Nature's  beneficent  dower, 
The  Arctic  'neath  thy  spell  no  more  appals. 
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WINTER 

November 

A  winter's  morn,  how  opalescent  bright 

The  sun-illumined  atmosphere  benign; 

How  brilliantly  the  lord  of  day  doth  shine 

Upon  the  fields  glittering  with  hoar-frost  white; 

The  bracing  air  exhilarates  like  wine 

In  the  sparkling  cup,  or  clusters  of  the  vine, 

And  doth  to  praise  and  worship  all  invite. 

Thy  praise  and  worship,  gracious  Lord,  I  sing, 
Attuned  to  th'  robin's  chant  upon  the  spray. 
Heaven's  concave  doth  with  our  blent  anthems  ring. 
And  at  God's  throne  our  sacrifice  we  lay ; 
For  praise  in  aspirations  heavenward  wing. 
Praise-babbling  brooks  and  warbling  song-birds  bring 
And  make  of  every  morn  a  holy  day. 
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WINTER 

November 

A  November  weeping  fog  enrobes  the  morn: 

The  oak  has  shed  its  last  reluctant  leaves, 

And  the  maple  o'er  her  fallen  splendours  grieves, 

And  the  silent  woods  look  weird,  waste,  and  forlorn, 

Of  their  autumnal  bannered  glories  shorn; 

The  fowler  round  those  woods  a  cordon  weaves, 

And  volleyed  death  the  covey's  flight  receives, 

And  myriads  fall  around,  bleeding  and  torn. 

The  wood  nymphs  and  the  dryads  lift  their  moan, 
The  rooks  in  panic  from  the  danger  fly. 
The  timid  hares  to  other  fields  have  flown  ; 
Horror  convulses  echoing  earth  and  sky. 
Some  parent  birds  are  left  to  weep  alone 
O'er  their  stricken  broods  in  slaughtered  heaps  which 
lie. 
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TWENTIETH-CENTURY    PROGRESS 

How  glorious  are  the  sacrifices  made 

By  power  for  public  good !     Some  give  their  lives, 

While  wealth  to  educate  the  masses  strives. 

Some  meet  the  foe  on  battlefield  arrayed, 

For  freedom  they  through  seas  of  carnage  wade, 

A  Carnegie  his  bounteous  millions  gives, 

Paternal  State  the  destitute  relieves, 

In  palaces  of  soft,  luxurious  shade. 

The  people  cry  for  water,  Cymric  hills 
Pour  forth  from  reservoirs  deep  and  pure; 
The  rain  which  on  the  mountain  tops  distils 
In  channels  which  eternally  endure. 
In  many  a  hundred  crystal,  babbling  rills. 
Meandering  th'  rejoicing  landscape  o'er. 
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WINTER 

December 

SABBATH    MORNING 

The  quiet  of  a  winter's  Sabbath  morn, 

Blended  with  Nature's,  sheds  on  me  its  peace. 

On  it  the  uproar  of  the  world  doth  cease. 

The  mill  and  mart  with  noise  convulsed  and  torn, 

The  schools  of  disputatious  themes  outworn, 

The  theatre,  in  cavil  hence  depart, 

And  tranquil  joy  possesses  mind  and  heart, 

Of  which  pure  thankfulness  and  praise  are  born. 

The  Sabbaths  of  the  year  our  souls  remind 

Of  that  eternal  Sabbath  in  the  skies, 

Where  tranquil  peace  alloyless  we  shall  find, 

From  which  eternally  pale  sorrow  fiies, 

And  that  holiness  for  which  on  earth  we  pined 

There  shall  possess  our  souls,  illume  our  eyes. 
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WINTER 

December 

Hail!  wondrous  spectacle  of  wintry  morn, 

Daily  repeated  on  the  scroll  of  time, 

Mine  and  that  robin's  matin  anthems  chime 

In  votive  offerings  to  those  splendours  worn 

By  the  heavens,  where  the  curtains  of  the  day  are  torn. 

Asunder,  to  reveal  that  orb  sublime, 

In  'fulgence  which  with  pomp  the  skies  adorn. 

That  glorious  privilege  is  mine  to  view 

The  car,  and  throne,  and  crown  of  heaven's  high  King, 

That  panoply  of  royal  state  pursue. 

Day's  progress  through  the  skies  emblazoning, 

With  train  surpassing  that  earth's  monarchs  bring — 

Purple  and  gold  'mid  bright  celestial  blue, 

Which  morning  doth  eternally  renew. 
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WINTER 

December    30 

Slowly  the  lessening  days  of  winter  creep, 

The  morning  grey,  with  rain-clouds  mantled  o'er, 

Peaceful,  or  chequered  with  storm's  tempest  roar, 

Where  silence  listens  vainly  for  the  cheep 

Of  sparrow,  nor  doth  lark  exultant  leap 

From  dewy  nest  in  meadow  lush  and  green. 

A  solemn  apathy  pervades  the  scene, 

And  the  dismantled  groves  appear  to  sleep ; 

The  acorn  strews  the  bottom  of  the  wood ; 

The  chestnut  sheathed  in  prickly  cuirass  falls; 

The  lawns  are  with  the  fallen  fruit  bestrewed, 

And  th'  espalier  rose  droops  on  the  garden  wall. 

But  chrysanthemum  and  hydrangea  have  withstood 

The  ruffian  wind  in  wintry  rude  appal. 
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WINTER 

THE    HAWKBIT 

Th'  humble  hawkbit  stars  with  golden  light 
The  green-embroidered  lanes,  the  fields,  the  moors, 
And  the  riverside  whose  lapse  increasing  pours, 
And  to  the  wanderer  hath  a  message  bright. 
Though  it  whispers  that  the  daffodil  hath  fled, 
And  the  primrose  and  the  cowslip  both  are  dead, 
And  that  winter  hastens  with  its  withering  blight. 
It  blooms  to-day,  it  cheers  the  drooping  heart 
Amid  the  fading  splendours  of  the  year. 
And  doth  the  desert  tract  with  light  insphere. 
It  doth  to  the  despondent  joy  impart ; 
To-day  is  ours,  its  beauty  and  its  grace, 
In  every  season  goodness's  hand  we  trace, 
To-morrow  death  transfixes  with  his  dart. 
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AURA    SACRA    FAMES 
THE    ACCURSED    THIRST    FOR    GOLD 

Gold  is  the  symbol  of  all  earthly  good; 

Pleasure  or  fame  or  power  within  it  dwells; 

To  deeds  of  enterprise  it  oft  impels, 

But  oft  with  sordid  greed  it  stirs  the  blood, 

And  is  through  channels  vile  and  base  pursued. 

Fraud  and  chicane  the  instruments  it  plies. 

'Tis  sought  for  with  the  devil's  torch  of  lies, 

And  o'er  it  murder's  blood-stained  form  doth  brood. 

Accursed,  though  of  purity  the  sign, 

And  though  its  hallowed  use  is  ever  blessed, 

It  doth  in  charity's  fair  uses  shine. 

Or  for  emancipation  of  th'  oppressed; 

But  fickle  oft  it  wings  its  flight,  'tis  mine. 

To-day — to-morrow  it  is  thine  confessed. 
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WINTER 

THE    SONG    OF    THE    ROBIN 

The  robin  sings  the  requiem  of  the  year 

In  a  monody  of  melancholy  plaint, 

Or  soft,  elegiac  strains  demurely  faint. 

The  Quakeress  of  the  grove's  soft  voice  we  hear, 

Chanting  beneath  the  sylvan  arcades  sere, 

The  psalmody  of  Nature,  soft  and  low, 

In  measured,  mournful  Penseroso  flow, 

Yet  it  inspires  a  soul-uplifting  cheer. 

So  Nature  in  her  moods  reflects  sad  grief. 
Or  joy  triumphant  in  our  souls  obtains. 
The  song  of  bird,  or  fall  of  faded  leaf, 
Somewhat  of  sadness  from  our  spirit  gains, 
But  day's  soft  mellow  radiance,  though  brief. 
In  roseate  splendour  of  bright  sunset  wanes. 
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WINTER 

December 

Now  melancholy  winter  reigns  supreme, 

The  tassels  of  the  summer  fade  and  fall, 

And  on  fond  reminiscence  softly  call, 

And  wake  the  soul  from  summer's  pleasant  dream. 

Late  wont  to  bask  in  its  warm,  sultry  beam, 

On  sea,  lake,  river,  or  on  mountain  peak. 

Communion  with  nature  fair  to  seek. 

While  it  with  marvels  beauteous  doth  teem. 

Now  morning  dawns  in  sadness  of  dank  tears. 
On  garden,  field,  and  forest  drops  the  dew. 
Hoar-frost  the  woodland  and  the  pastures  sears. 
And  shoals  of  littered  leaves  the  walks  bestrew ; 
Full  oft  at  night  the  moaning  wind  one  hears, 
Which  doth  our  sleep  with  phantom  shapes  imbue. 
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WINTER 
November    15 
THE    MICHAELMAS    DAISY 

Sadness  distinguishes  thy  sober  bloom, 
Last  in  the  cortege  of  fair  Flora's  train, 
When  winter  sad  asserts  her  weeping  reign. 
Prophetic  of  forlorn  and  flowerless  gloom. 
Prophetic  that  the  frosts  and  snows  will  come, 
That  stormy  winds  will  sound  their  tromp  again, 
And  snowdrifts  clothe  the  mountain  and  the  plain, 
Of  Nature  thou  dost  deck  its  opening  tomb. 

The  petals  of  the  rose  bestrew  the  ground, 
The  russet  leaves  choke  all  the  garden  ways, 
The  tempests  their  loud  diapason  sound, 
And  night  with  silent  theft  steals  from  the  days. 
Sad  winter  is  by  thee  appropriate  crowned, 
The  last  pale  bloom  in  Flora's  radiant  blaze. 
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FLASHES   FROM    THE   ORIENT 


WINTER 

December    i6 

A  PIERCING  cold  breathes  on  the  boisterous  wind, 
Bearing  the  chilly  rain  upon  its  wings. 
Gone  are  its  southern  soft  warm  whisperings, 
Gone  the  oppressive  heat  'neath  which  we  pined; 
Come  winter's  frosts,  so  keenly,  coldly  kind. 
North  wind,  the  pitiless  rain  torrential  brings. 
And  round  the  gables  weirdly,  wildly  sings. 
And  the  traveller  doth  his  cloak  about  him  bind. 

So  th'  spring  and  summer  of  our  life  do  fade. 
And  autumn  merges  into  winter  weird, 
Till,  like  the  withered,  falling  leaves,  we're  laid 
On  death,  whose  grim  approach  by  all  is  feared, 
And  the  solemn  drama  of  our  life  is  played, 
Where  the  last  tragedy  of  all  is  neared. 
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WINTER 


WINTER 

November    22 

A  SOMBRE  veil  envelops  Nature's  face, 

And  indolent  repose  pervades  the  scene, 

The  trees  have  all  disrobed  their  mantles  green; 

No  glowing  colours  the  bright  woodlands  grace, 

Gone  autumn's  vivid  hues,  wherein  we  trace 

The  loveliness  of  beauty  in  decay, 

Like  sunset  radiance  at  close  of  day. 

Or  at  the  dawn  when  Sol  begins  his  race. 

Dull  haze  and  fogs  enshroud  the  distant  view, 

And  cloke  the  landscape  in  funereal  pall. 

Nature  through  sere  cloth  weeps  cold,  tearful  dew 

On  summer's  blossoms  in  sad  winter's  fall. 

While  the  missel's  plaintive  hymnal  trickles  through, 

And  the  raucous  rook  shrieks  its  loud,  doleful  call. 
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FLASHES   FROM   THE   ORIENT 


WINTER 

November    23 

How  effulgently  this  winter  morning  breaks, 

In  glittering  radiancy  crisp  and  cold, 

Emblazoning  the  heather-dappled  wold, 

What  time  the  robin  to  his  matins  wakes, 

And  his  red  breast  on  the  hedge  with  rapture  shakes, 

Sweet  to  the  ear  though  a«  creation  old. 

While  the  glades  are  dumb  of  clamours  manifold, 

The  silence  emphasises  the  soft  notes. 

Mellow  and  synchronised  to  winter's  chime. 

Its  warble  on  the  air  divinely  floats. 

When  the  oak  is  brown,  and  bare  are  birch  and  lime, 

And  sealed  are  other  birds'  melodious  throats. 

In  winter's  pensive,  melancholy  time. 
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WINTER 


WINTER 

November  24 

Hips  on  the  brier,  haw-berries  on  the  bush, 

Holly  and  rowan  now  are  red  with  fruit, 

And  acorns  fall  around  the  oak-tree's  root, 

And  the  hedges  with  the  nightshade's  fruitage  blush, 

And  in  the  vineyard  purple  grapes  they  crush ; 

The  rose  leaves  litter  all  the  garden  ground, 

And  the  golden  rod  with  feathery  crest  is  crowned, 

And  drooping  Nature  feels  sad  winter's  hush. 

In  languorous  silence  on  the  early  morn 
Sharp  frost  and  bracing  cold  pervade  the  hour. 
The  trees  are  of  their  russet  umbrage  shorn, 
The  fog  descends  and  rain-clouds  threatening  lower, 
The  stubbles  bristle  where  late  waved  the  corn, 
But  Pomona  doth  with  all  her  fruits  endower. 
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FLASHES   FROM   THE   ORIENT 


WINTER 

December  i 

An  apathetic  languor  of  repose 
Distinguishes  the  year's  deciduous  fall; 
Unclothed  of  beauty's  raiment  magical, 
Withered  and  dead  are  the  blossoms  of  the  rose, 
And  all  the  garden's  flowery  pride  we  lose  : 
No  blushing  peaches  hang  upon  the  wall, 
Nor  purple  grapes  to  the  vintner  gushing  call ; 
But  the  upturned  glebe  with  grain  the  farmer  sows. 

Confiding  hope  beholds  the  budding  blade 

Springing  triumphant  o'er  cold  winter's  blight, 

And  faith  anticipates  the  fields  arrayed 

In  golden  corn  'neath  summer's  warmth  and  light : 

So  even  while  the  beautiful  doth  fade. 

Faith  clothes  the  sterile  fields  to  inner  sight. 
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WINTER 


WINTER 

November 

The  diluvian  rain,  the  aftermath  of  gloom, 
Belated  morn  awakes  with  joyous  cheer. 
How  golden  bright  the  rain- washed  atmosphere ! 
The  clouds  no  more  in  threatening  anger  loom, 
The  sullen  winds  no  more  tempestuous  boom; 
And  though  the  trees  are  leafless  all  and  sere, 
And  autumn's  radiant  banners  disappear, 
And  rain  and  frost  and  snow  successive  come, 
How  gracious  this  crisp  winter's  morning  bright. 
A  few  stray  leaves  illume  the  picture  fair, 
In  sickly  pallor  flickering  in  the  light ; 
Some  trees  proud  honours  still  unfaded  bear: 
Holly  and  laurel  cheer  the  drooping  sight. 
And  beauty  still  and  song  enchant  the  air. 


FLASHES   FROM   THE   ORIENT 


THE  MARGUERITE 

Sweet  Marguerita,  unpretentious  flower, 

Though  rivalled  by  chrysanthemum  thy  bloom, 

Of  sanctity  thou  hast  the  sweet  perfume, 

Nature  doth  thee  with  golden  crown  endower, 

And  glorifiest  autumn's  Protean  hour. 

Proud  dahlia  may  lift  its  head  on  high, 

And  for  the  palm  of  beauty  thee  defy, 

But  the  first  sharp,  killing  frost  doth  it  devour, 

While  thou  on  winter's  frosts  and  snows  dost  smile; 

Unscathed  amid  the  wrecks  of  floral  pride, 

Thou  dost  mid  beauty's  wide  decay  beguile. 

To  dream  that  summer  with  us  doth  abide, 

And  so  with  dear  delusion  reconcile 

To  the  desolation  of  the  garden's  side. 
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WINTER 


WINTER 

December 

Dark  is  the  morn  which  ushers  in  a  day 

Wintry  where  th'  ruffian  wind  is  keen  and  cold, 

And  clouds  in  serried  ranks  eastward  are  rolled 

Out  of  the  weeping  west,  while  not  one  ray 

Of  sunshine  doth  athwart  the  cloud-wrack  play, 

Or  a  mantling  fog  upland  and  vale  enfold, 

And  the  wind  stagnates  on  forest,  wood,  and  wold, 

To  the  traveller's  discomfort  or  dismay, 

And  eke  the  day,  in  darkness  dour  and  deep, 

Drags  on  its  heavy  wheels  in  mirk  and  mire, 

And  the  hours  in  sere  cloths  the  obsequies  weep 

Of  Nature,  seeming  ageful  to  expire; 

So  death  in  darkness  veiled  on  all  doth  creep, 

In  solemnity  of  woe  and  sickness  dire. 
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FLASHES   FROM    THE   ORIENT 


WINTER 

November  19 

An  amethystine  sky,  a  south-west  wind, 

A  weeping  rain  autumnal  in  its  fall. 

The  eastern  heavens  of  clouds  a  purple  pall, 

Opaque  with  threatening  deluge,  while  behind 

Those  lowering  ramparts  sunshine  fails  to  find 

A  breach,  and  darkness  like  funereal  pall 

With  mourning  trappings  seems  to  envelop  all, 

While  with  sodden  leaves  the  garden  paths  are  lined. 

Day  after  day,  day  after  dismal  day, 

The  drenching  rain  in  ceaseless  torrents  falls, 

The  weeping  rose-trees  sickly  buds  display, 

And  clematis  droops  on  porch  or  cottage  walls 

Only  the  robin  struggles  to  be  gay. 

And  vainly  memory  summer's  joys  recalls. 
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WINTER 


WINTER 

December  2 

Autumn  in  winter  recrudescent  smiles, 
Though  yesterday  the  fields  with  snow  were  white, 
Or  hoar-frost  glittered  in  the  morning  light, 
To-day  a  balmy  south-west  wind  beguiles, 
And  a  cloudy  sky  its  frowning  masses  piles, 
Drowning  the  sunbeams  of  the  dawn  so  bright, 
Watering  the  fields  in  autumn's  livery  dight, 
Yet  frowning  winter  spreads  abroad  its  toils. 

The  dahlia  blooms  are  withered  in  a  night, 

Though  Michaelmas  daisy  laughs  the  frosts  to  scorn, 

And  chrysanthemum  maintains  a  valiant  fight, 

And  doth  the  gardens  royally  adorn; 

But  th'  roses  greet  no  more  regretful  sight. 

And  th'  trees  are  seen  in  withered  garb  forlorn. 
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FLASHES   FROM   THE   ORIENT 


A  NAME 

There  is  a  high,  supreme,  exalted  name, 
Jehovah,  God,  by  all  mankind  adored, 
Creator,  Spirit,  and  th'  Incarnate  Word  ; 
In  mystic  union  one.     The  great  "  I  am," 
And  man,  who  from  Omnipotency  came. 
Of  earth  is  named  its  proud  viceregal  Lord. 
Each  unit  hath  a  name  archives  record. 
Noble  or  base,  to  infamy  or  fame. 

The  solid  globe  is  named  amid  the  stars. 

The  stars  are  named  to  mystic  orbit  bound, 

Each  tiny  hamlet  and  proud  city  bears 

A  name,  each  homestead  with  its  patch  of  ground 

Surrounded,  a  historic  title  wears, 

With  which  the  yeoman  deems  him  richly  crowned. 
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WINTER 

December    g 

November  now  its  sombre  mantle  throws 

O'er  Nature's  form,  decrepit,  old,  and  worn. 

With  weeping  eyes  and  tresses  sadly  torn, 

And  north-east  wind  through  th'  woods  dismantled 

blows, 
Which  in  the  gardens  dreary  and  forlorn 
Scatters  the  withered  blossoms  of  the  rose; 
The  husbandman  his  field  industrious  sows, 
And  berries  deck  the  holly  and  hawthorn. 

Or  a  blinding  fog  o'ercanopies  the  day, 
Till  the  meridian  ;    or  hoar-frosts  white, 
With  crystal  pearls  the  glittering  fields  array. 
And  on  dark  day  turns  a  terrestrial  light, 
Or  Boreal  storms  wildly  tempestuous  play, 
And  add  their  horrors  to  the  pitchy  night. 
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FLASHES   FROM    THE   ORIENT 


WINTER 

November   22 

Transition — how  indefinite  the  lines 
Which  separate  the  seasons,  or  which  blend, 
Or  which  for  Nature's  rival  throne  contend, 
Is  the  winter's  shrilling  voice  amid  the  pines! 
Of  what  are  those  stark,  leafless  trees  the  signs  ? 
Those  hoar-frosts  of  the  dawn  proclaim  the  end 
Of  autumn,  or  those  storms  the  trees  which  rend  : 
What  that  cold  lustre  of  the  sun  which  shines  ? 

Winter  obtrudes  on  autumn's  golden  hours 

Its  sombre  glooms,  its  grey  obscurities, 

And  havoc  makes  of  all  the  leaves  and  flowers, 

Though  now  and  then  their  honours  clothe  the  trees, 

When  mild  November  spares  the  garden  bowers, 

And  autumn's  lingering  trophies  still  one  sees. 
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WINTER 


WINTER 

November    25 

Dull  apathy  of  Nature's  sad  decay 

In  melancholy  stupor  now  obtains 

When  winds  are  hushed  and  solemn  silence  reigns, 

And  grey  clouds  canopy  the  sullen  day, 

Quenching  the  sun's  cold,  ineffectual  ray. 

The  trees  that  deck  the  white  hoar-frosted  plains, 

And  those  which  fringe  and  ornament  the  lanes, 

Dismantled  half,  still  struggle  to  be  gay. 

Or  woolly,  penetrating  fogs  enshroud 

The  chilly  atmosphere  in  wintry  cloak, 

Blot  out  the  landscape  with  dense,  drizzling  cloud. 

And  strip  the  last  leaves  from  the  ash  and  oak; 

The  trees  before  the  hurricane  are  bowed. 

And  spirits  from  the  north  the  gales  evoke. 
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WINTER 

November    26 

A  ROSEATE  dawn — clouds  to  the  zenith  piled 

In  luminous  iridescent  radiance  bright, 

Aurora  heralding  the  orb  of  light, 

A  moment  so  the  Orient  heavens  smiled ; 

The  vision  flies,  purples  and  greys  abide, 

Where  a  golden  cleft  reveals  day's  lord  and  pride, 

And  roseate  sunrise  greets  th'  wondering  sight. 

The  black  clouds  gather,  rising  from  th'  abyss. 

Obliterating  sunshine  of  the  morn, 

On  wings  of  howling  tempest  swiftly  borne  ; 

Anon  the  avalanchal  torrents  hiss. 

Up  from  their  groaning  roots  tall  trees  are  torn, 

The  woodlands  are  of  lingering  foliage  shorn, 

And  darkness  lowers  as  o'er  the  plains  of  Dis. 
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WINTER 

November    17 

The  solitude  and  silence  of  the  woods 
Are  eloquent  to  the  observant  mind, 
Whose  searches  inarticulate  teachings  find. 
Miraculous  spring  discloses  its  green  buds, 
Summer  with  sunshine  leaves  and  blossoms  floods, 
And  autumn,  with  soft,  languorous  sweetness  kind, 
In  glades  which  in  seductive  mazes  wind, 
A  pensive,  tranquil,  solemn  note  obtrudes. 

E'en  winter  there  hath  melancholy  charm, 
Though  blank  negations  blur  its  lettered  scroll, 
And  those  loud  storms  its  solitudes  alarm ; 
It  hath  a  voice  which  whispers  to  the  soul 
Of  death  and  resurrection,  to  disarm 
Obtrusive  doubt,  and  back  its  flood-tides  roll. 
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WINTER 

November    19 

While  yet  the  withered  leaves  cling  to  the  oak. 
Winter's  cold  hand  sprinkles  white  hoar-frost  round, 
And  frost  congeals  the  rain-pools  on  the  ground, 
Though  not  severe  to  chain  the  prattling  brook. 
Winter  in  Autumn's  house  doth  threatening  look, 
Where  the  hours  have  ceased  their  merry  lay  to  sound. 
And  slumber  in  dull  apathy  profound, 
While  dead  leaves  woodland  alleys  sadly  choke. 

Anon  the  feathery  snowflakes  mantling  fall, 
And  for  a  short  hour  drape  the  glistening  fields, 
But  soon  the  vision  to  the  sunglow  yields, 
And  the  ghost  of  winter  ceases  to  appal. 
Though  potent  be  the  arm  strong  winter  wields, 
Nature  imperious  doth  the  foe  recall. 
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WINTER 

November   20 

Hail  !   smiling  morning,  by  Aurora  led 
Through  the  wide  gates  of  an  effulgent  dawn, 
When  the  veil  of  night  from  waking  day  is  drawn, 
No  clouds  o'er  all  the  concave  vast  is  spread. 
Amber  and  golden  and  of  rosy  red, 
The  wondrous  miracle  of  day  begins. 
And  Sol  in  large-orbed  dazzling  splendour  shines^ 
And  luminous  day  is  on  wide  circuit  sped. 

But  lo  !    fair  Nature  waves  her  magic  wand. 

The  vision  fades,  winter  asserts  his  sway ; 

Winds  rise,  clouds  gather,  rain  sweeps  o'er  the  land. 

And  Nature  wails  in  dirge  of  deep  dismay, 

While  on  the  main  tall  waves  leap  o'er  the  strand, 

Where  the  idle  fishers  wait  all  mournful  day. 
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WINTER 

November   2 1 

Stern  winter  on  departing  autumn  creeps, 

No  leaf  remains  on  the  deciduous  trees, 

Bare  are  the  winding  wood's  intricacies, 

Whose  every  sorrowing  twig  tear-dropping  weeps 

O'er  the  bracken  and  of  leaves  decaying  heaps; 

Through  the  fog  and  mist  the  sun's  pale  orb  one  sees, 

Shorn  of  his  melting,  bright  effulgencies, 

One  short  hour  till  they're  drowned  in  fog's  chill  deeps. 

Lo  winter  through  the  haze  of  autumn  looms, 
Gathering  its  forces  mailed  in  ice  and  snow, 
And  the  light  and  beauty  of  the  year  entombs 
The  splendour  of  the  sun's  magnetic  glow ; 
In  sad  anticipation  tempest  looms. 
And  brooks  and  rivers  cease  their  rippling  flow. 
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WINTER 


THE    AEROPLANE 

Knowledge  is  mighty,  science  is  the  power. 
Like  faith,  to  uproot  hills  and  bridle  seas, 
And  waves  and  winds  obey  man's  stern  decrees. 
Behold  in  this  the  twentieth  century's  hour, 
The  full  accession  to  his  magic  dower, 
When  his  ordnance  on  destruction's  missions  peal, 
And  'neath  the  wave  on  deadly  journey  steal, 
And  yawning  gulfs  man's  mightiest  works  devour. 

Yes  !    full  accession — for  the  ether  now 
Bows  to  his  mandate,  gravitation  bows. 
Science  and  knowledge  have  perfected  how 
T'  invade  and  capture  Nature's  strongest  house, 
And  control  the  laws  which  siderial  heaven  endows 
With  the  sphere  which  through  wide  space  its  orbit 
ploughs. 


FLASHES   FROM    THE   ORIENT 


LAKE    LEMAN 

Lemannus,  lake  of  bluest  crystal  waves, 

Set  in  the  mountains  like  a  sapphire  gem, 

Thy  crescent  crowns  Helvetia's,  diadem, 

Lausanne  its  feet  in  thy  pure  waters  laves. 

From  thy  bright  shores  Mont  Blanc  is  dimly  seen. 

Savoy's  tall  mountains  are  reflected  there, 

And  Jura's  pale  refraction  it  doth  bear. 

And  the  Arve  dims  the  Rhone's  pellucid  sheen. 

Geneva,  home  of  freedom,  on  thee  stands. 

Where  Gibbon,  Rousseau,  Calvin  dwelt  and  wrote, 

And  patriots  bled  to  break  the  iron  bands 

Which  the  Austrian  and  Frank  to  bind  thee  brought; 

Thy  mountaineers  broke  them  like  willow  wands, 

And  out  of  strife  a  glorious  freedom  wrought. 
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PAMPAS    GRASS 

That  pampas  grass  which  waves  its  feathery  plumes 

Conspicuous  o'er  lowlier  garden  flowers, 

With  memories  of  Western  prairies  towers, 

On  South  American  savannas  blooms, 

Where  still  the  savage  bison  lordly  roams ; 

But,  like  the  red  man's,  its  allotted  hours 

Are  swiftly  running,  and  the  sword  devours, 

Or  deadlier  rifle  man  and  beast  consumes. 

But  now  instead  on  Oklahama's  plains, 
Or  Argentina's  pampas  grows  the  wheat. 
Which  a  multiplying  hungry  world  maintains, 
So  that  Great  Britain's  millions  buy  and  eat. 
For  a  wilderness  of  beauty  lost,  earth  gains 
From  the  dead  strong  extracting  living  sweet. 
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GLAMOUR 

There  is  a  glamour  of  resplendent  morn, 
There  is  a  glamour  of  bright,  roseate  eve, 
A  glamour  which  the  mystic  heavens  receive. 
When  moon  and  clustering  stars  the  skies  adorn. 
There  is  a  glamour  in  spring's  beauty  born, 
A  glamour  summer  doth  o'er  Nature  weave, 
Glamour  in  autumn  which  doth  joy  and  grieve, 
Glamour  in  winter's  neutral  tints  forlorn, 

Glamour  in  youth,  when  hope  and  joy  are  rife, 
Glamour  in  manhood  to  ambition  strung. 
Glamour  o'er  victors  in  life's  battle  strife. 
Glamour  in  fame's  or  fortune's  pa?an  sung, 
Glamour  of  opening  heaven  to  mortal  life, 
When  the  joy,  the  hope,  the  battle  strife  are  done. 
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THEOCRITUS 

About    B.C.    282 

Father  of  pastoral  idyllic  song, 

Nature  in  thee  found  an  exponent  true, 

In  simplicity  and  elegance  to  view, 

Not  the  Phillises  and  Strephons  who  among 

Arcadian  pastures  guard  their  fleecy  throng. 

Piping  soft  eclogues,  and  entwined  pursue 

Fugitive  fancies  all  the  long  day  through, 

And  till  the  stars  shine  out  the  themes  prolong. 

The  happy  medium  inspired  thy  lays, 
Rudeness  escaped,  and  just  refinement  found. 
Thou  won'st  and  wore  the  pastoral  poet's  bays, 
And  minstrel  of  the  woods  and  fields  wast  crowned. 
And  posterity  accords  thee  equal  praise, 
Where  truth  and  ideality  abound. 
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CRISES 

Momentous  is  the  Government  whose  care 

Eaibraces  forty  million  human  lives, 

Their  welfare,  homes  of  industry  the  hives, 

Immense  responsibilities  to  dare ; 

They  are  constrained  war  maybe  to  declare, 

In  strife  and  bloodshed  plunging  half  a  world, 

When  myriad  lives  are  to  destruction  hurled ; 

Or  it  may  be  old  policies  threadbare, 

Effete  and  worn  out  to  repeal,  and  try 

Experiments  involving  issues  vast, 

In  which  they  must  old  prejudice  defy ; 

For  opposition  still  will  blindly  cast 

Its  stumbling  blocks,  which  in  obstruction  lie 

Before  the  car  of  progress  stubborn  placed. 
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SABBATH    DAY 

How  joyful  is  the  morn  of  holy  day, 

Hallowed  and  sacred  to  the  Lord  of  Life  ; 

Suspended  is  the  world's  distracting  strife, 

Our  sacrifices  at  His  shrine  we  lay, 

Of  praise  and  prayer,  or  we  devoutly  stray 

Where  the  whispering  winds  and  rippling  rivers  chime 

In  unison  with  our  devotional  rhyme. 

Hail,  sacred  muse,  who  did  the  bard  inspire, 

Of  Zion  hill,  to  holy  song  and  psalm. 

My  soul  devout  glows  with  Heaven's  raptures  calm. 

And  lights  within  my  spirit  heavenly  fire, 

To  lift  the  songful  voice,  to  tune  the  l>Te 

On  this  His  holy  day  in  holy  house. 

Or  in  His  wider  fane  to  pay  my  vows. 
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DOMESTIC    JOYS 

How  beautiful  is  the  domestic  bower, 

Where  rose  and  honeysuckle  intertwine, 

To  bask  at  pensive  summer's  day's  decline, 

And  watch  the  bannered  west  at  evening  hour, 

Or  warm  fireside  when  shrilling  tempests  lower 

On  cold,  inclement  winter's  darkling  night, 

When  moon  and  stars  withhold  their  "  kindly  light. 

Then  poesy  or  story  we  devour. 

Then  the  domestic  virtues  sweetly  shine ; 

A  daughter's,  son's,  a  mother's,  father's  glow, 

As  round  the  porch  the  ivy  tendrils  twine. 

And  pure  affections  in  deep  channels  flow. 

A  mother's  love — none  is  so  pure  as  thine; 

A  daughter's,  what  ct)mpares  with  hers  below  ? 
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ARS    EST    CELARE    ARTEM 

The  fabric  of  the  skies  and  spheric  earth 

Display  the  majesty  of  art  divine. 

And  the  bright  stars  on  face  of  heaven  which  shine, 

But  hidden  is  the  mystery  of  their  birth, 

Perfection  visible  in  highest  worth ; 

But  Him  the  architect  no  eye  hath  seen. 

He  spreads  earth's  carpet  of  delicious  green, 

And  doth  the  globe  with  atmosphere  engirth. 

Man's  work  is  ostentatious,  temple  fane, 
Or  picture  lit  with  blazonry  of  light. 
The  hidden  methods  to  essay  were  vain, 
In  Titian's  or  Rubens'  colours  bright. 
The  artist  dies,  th'  eternal  works  remain, 
And  illustrate  of  art  the  sacred  might. 
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SPOIL    BANKS 

Sweet  beauty  in  deformity  is  seen, 
In  the  spoil  banks  by  roadside  hideous, 
Nature  enwreaths  them  with  her  mantle — thus 
They  stand  enrobed  in  a  delicious  green. 
Wild  nettle  doth  its  rank  luxuriance  preen, 
The  burdock  and  the  groundsel  riotous  bloom, 
And  the  starry  chickweed  blossoms  white  illume 
The  mound  which  so  unsightly  late  had  been. 

Nature,  how  marvellous  are  thy  fair  works. 
Investing  the  deform  with  wondrous  grace, 
Where  the  despised  in  nook  obscurely  lurks, 
We  glorious  transfigurations  trace  ; 
No  more  esthetic  sense  the  vision  urks, 
Where  Nature  doth  with  loving  arms  embrace. 
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A    COSTER'S    BARROW 

O  FOR  the  pencil  of  a  Gerard  Douw, 

Or  Gabriel  Metzu  to  delineate 

The  scenes  which  for  a  master's  pencil  wait 

Where'er  in  street  or  city  square  we  go, 

Of  life  and  colour  which  to  pictures  grow. 

The  coster's  cart,  where  carrots  red  are  see^ 
The  orange  golden,  and  the  apple  green, 
The  onion  and  potato  brown  in  row. 
With  crimson-hued  tomato,  purple  plum, 
And  sweet  banana  from  the  western  isles, 
Dead  chanticleer,  dishevelled,  stark  and  dumb, 
And  common  fish  in  unattractive  piles. 
From  open  doors  the  slattern  housewives  come 
And  spend  their  money  gossiping  'tween  whiles. 
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THE    ATMOSPHERE 

AEROSTATICS 

The  atmosphere  encircles  like  a  zone, 

Or  luminous  nimbus,  the  revolving  earth, 

And  doth  with  sacred  halo  it  engirth  ; 

At  day-dawn  shot  with  sunbeams,  and  at  night 

Translucent  with  the  moon's  and  stella  light, 

Of  clouds  seraphic  the  eternal  throne. 

It  is  the  natal  home  and  clime  of  birds; 
The  condor  wings  therein  its  powerful  flight, 
The  skylark  warbles  down  its  stairs  sweet  chords, 
Rippling  and  with  cherubic  sparkle  bright; 
Man  conquers  it  in  his  victorious  might, 
Beyond  the  flight  of  eagle,  powerful  soars. 
And  skirts  of  the  great  void  th'  eternal  shores, 
And  so  the  twofold  realm  of  Nature  girds. 
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LOVE 

As  the  queenly  rose  is  the  ornament  and  pride 

Of  th'  garden,  so  is  love  the  joy  of  life, 

Its  solace  in  the  weariness  and  strife 

Of  cormierce  and  of  toil — twin  souls  allieJ, 

So  tread  the  vale  of  sorrows  side  by  side, 

Or  taste  life's  joys  in  blessed  unison. 

And  thus  the  march  of  years  together  run, 

So  pain  is  soothed  and  gladness  magnified. 

How  tenderly  its  tendrils  intertwine, 

In  maid,  wife,  mother,  husband,  father,  all, 

In  son  or  daughter,  part  of  each  combine, 

On  th'  eternal  fount  of  love  imfailing  call. 

Thrice  happy  love,  ineffably  divine, 

Which  on  the  altar  of  the  home  doth  shine. 


237 


FLASHES   FROM    THE   ORIENT 


THE    YELLOW-HAMMER 
March 

'Long  Dolphin's  rural  lane  I  strolled  one  day, 

When  th'  sun  was  shining  from  the  heavens  high, 

And  singing  birds  God's  praise  did  magnify, 

Till  soul  attuned  to  minstrelsy  was  gay ; 

Robins  and  finches  on  their  lutes  did  play, 

And  the  soaring  lark  dropped  song  pearls  from  the  sky, 

When  thoughtful  journeying  I  did  espy, 

A  yellow-hammer  dart  across  the  way. 

I  paused  to  listen,  but  no  warblings  sweet 
Rewarded,  and  I  pensive  journeyed  on  ; 
Once  more  revisited  when  th'  rain  did  beat 
F'rom  sky,  and  when  no  cheerful  sunbeam  shone, 
When  lo  !    my  feathered  friend  again  I  meet. 
Trilling  his  simple  ditty  all  alone. 
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PHILOSOPHY 

Philosophy,  handmaid  of  holy  faith, 

To  thee  in  reverence  devout  I  bow, 

Of  wisdom  the  research,  reason  of  things. 

The  cause  to  find  of  all  things  here  beneath — 

The  phenomena  of  mind  and  matter.     How 

God  is  first,  last,  and  midst,  it  doth  avow. 

And  gives  to  hope  its  staff,  to  faith  its  wings. 

Physics  o'er  Nature's  field  expatiates, 

Ethics  or  logic  or  morality, 

Man's  moral  nature,  will,  oracular  states. 

And  in  the  philosophy  of  mind  we  see 

That  metaphysics,  which  on  science  waits, 

Obeying  its  behests  implicitly, 

And  wisdom  gloriously  elevates. 
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TEMPERANCE 

Hail,  Temperance,  vestal  to  virtue,  hail ! 

"Deny  thyself"  the  writing  o'er  her  shrine. 

At  the  festal  board  beware  and  shun  the  wine, 

Rich  viands  multitudinous  decline, 

But  also  shun  asceticism  pale, 

Enjoy  discreetly  in  their  fullest  tale 

The  gracious  gifts  of  God,  all  which  are  thine, 

And  bear  the  stamp  of  grace  and  love  divine  ; 

But  this  t'  attain  how  many  hapless  fail. 

The  drunkard  and  the  glutton  and  that  worse, 

The  sensualist ;  how  vile  their  tainted  joys, 

Whose  victims  languish  'neath  the  blight  and  curse 

Of  dire  disease,  which  happiness  alloys, 

And  in  sorrows  which  eternally  immerse. 
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*'WALK    NOT    AS    FOOLS,    BUT    AS   WISE" 

Walk,  for  progression  is  the  law  of  life, 

In  the  broad  or  narrow  way,  as  fools  or  wise, 

To  God  or  devils  to  make  sacrifice. 

For  the  narrow  way  is  with  temptation  rife, 

With  the  powers  of  evil  every  step  a  strife, 

That  dread  Apollyon,  father  of  all  lies. 

In  death's  dark  valley  ambuscade  abyes. 

Yet  holiness  and  happiness  are  joined 

In  wisdom's  ways  though  thorny  to  the  view. 

But  Beulah's  heaven-illumined  fields  they  find. 

Who  the  narrow  path  of  wisdom's  ways  pursue, 

Or  if  that  path  to  the  bitter  end  be  lined 

With  thorns,  and  martyr  wreaths  the  pierced  brow  bind, 

Shall  dawn  on  them  Jerusalem  the  New. 
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COMPLINES    AND    NONES 

Complines  and  nones,  matins  and  vespers  sound 
To  consecrated  souls  with  sweet  refrain, 
Like  spring  and  fall,  early  and  latter  rain, 
With  hope  divine  and  sacred  rapture  crowned, 
Wherein  the  joys  of  heaven  on  earth  abound. 
Dreams  of  the  heavenly  host,  the  jasper  throne. 
My  nightly  slumbers  their  bright  radiance  own, 
And  souls  redeemed  God's  throne  in  heaven  surround. 
Morn's  dawn  with  praise  and  prayer  is  sanctified ; 
Day's  hours  interpret  them  in  gracious  deed. 
Humility  and  love  walk  side  by  side, 
And  the  poor,  th'  widow,  and  the  orphan  feed, 
For  the  Holy  Word  their  mentor  is,  and  guide. 
Obeying  its  behests  even  as  they  read. 
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INTEREST,    INTERESTING,    INTERESTED 

Interest  is  that  which  industry  repays 

To  capital  for  use  of  golden  store. 

By  which  it  still  makes  increase  more  and  more; 

And  while  it  thus  accumulates  and  stays, 

Its  timely  use  a  good  foundation  lays 

To  toil's  enrichment  and  prosperity, 

Building  up  wealth  in  wise  economy, 

And  so  magician's  part  in  commerce  plays. 

But  interesting  hath  a  wider  range 

Of  meaning  universal  in  its  scope ; 

In  nature  the  familiar  or  the  strange 

Repays  him  who  for  wisdom's  lore  doth  grope, 

Who  in  the  flower  by  wayside  field  or  wood 

Is  interested  when  in  love  pursued. 
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THE    BLUSH    ROSE 

In  a  garden  of  roses  thou  bloomest  alone; 

All  have  fled  from  the  light  and  the  rapture  of  day 

Save  thee,  and  I  gaze  on  thy  radiant  crown, 

In  a  desert  of  garden  still  laughingly  gay. 

So  I  learn  to  be  glad  'neath  adversity's  frown, 

And  gather  the  sunbeams  of  life  on  the  way ; 

For  the  rainbow  of  love  doth  the  dark  valley  crown, 

And  its  light  on  the  gloom  of  the  valley  doth  play. 

My  blush  rose  whose  love-light  illumines  the  grove. 

On  the  eve  of  December  exquisitely  fair. 

In  adversity's  day  doth  a  sweet  solace  prove, 

And  love  aids  the  load  of  affliction  to  bear. 

One  morning  it  bloomed  in  its  radiant  pride. 

The  next  it  was  withered  and  strewn  on  the  path. 

There  analogy  ceases,  for  love  doth  abide, 

And  survives  hurricane  of  adversity's  wrath. 
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TO    AN    IMPRISONED    LARK    EXPOSED    FOR 
SALE    IN    A    DIMINUTIVE    CAGE 

I  HEARD  thee  yestermorn,  ecstatic  sprite, 
Trilling  thy  glorious  song  at  heaven's  high  gate, 
With  joy  of  freedom  and  of  life  elate, 
Singing  and  soaring  to  the  gates  of  light. 
Now  droop  thy  wings  in  desolation's  night. 
Twelve  cubic  inches  are  the  narrow  bound 
Of  adamantine  bars  which  thee  surround, 
And  memory  of  joy  thy  soul  doth  blight. 

Thy  prison  and  its  prisoner  may  be 

The  purchase  of  one  of  the  smallest  coins. 

Symbol  of  Heaven's  sublime  felicity, 

Torn  from  the  spheres  and  constellation's  signs, 

Constrained  to  warble  for  a  penny  fee. 

Thy  song  is  sweet  though  lost  joy  it  repines. 
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CHERUBIM    AND    SERAPHIM    CONTINUALLY 
DO    CRY,    "HOLY,    HOLY,    HOLY,    LORD  " 

Highest  of  angel  hierarchs  divine, 

Seraphic  hosts,  ye  lift  your  voices  high. 

In  those  eternal  mansions  of  the  sky. 

Which  with  the  splendours  of  th'  Almighty  shine, 

And  ye,  cherubic  choirs,  your  songs  combine, 

Adoring  Him,  the  Lord  of  Armies  known. 

Of  stars  and  planets  which  His  gov'nance  own, 

Sing  Holy,  Holy,  Lord  the  praise  is  Thine. 

O  for  the  time  when  on  the  earth  beneath 

His  awful  throne  united  praise  shall  rise, 

And  every  human  consecrated  breath, 

Adoring  praise  in  heartfelt  worship  cries, 

And  holiness,  like  sunshine,  doth  enwreath 

The  ransomed  earth  with  Heaven's  own  sanctities. 
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^GIS    OF   JOVE 

i^Gis  of  Jupiter,  that  shield  divine, 
The  panoply  of  virtue,  heavenly  bright, 
Bestowed  on  wisdom  and  heroic  might 
By  Pallas,  whereon  dazzling  virtues  shine. 
To  the  terror  of  ill-doers,  and  of  thine, 
Medusa,  when  on  Perseus'  arm  it  glared 
Discomfiture  on  vice  in  her  declared. 
In  the  coil  of  hissing  serpents  hideous  twine. 

So  armed  with  all  the  virtues  great  of  Jove, 

The  champion  of  truth  and  holiness. 

With  evil's  head  in  mortal  conflict  strove, 

And  clove  in  twain  each  barbed  and  poisoned  tress, 

Christ  thus  from  earth  the  spirit  of  evil  drove, 

With  aegis  armed  the  universe  to  bless. 
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ATLANTIS 

Atlantis,  island-continent,  whose  feet 

Plumbed  earth's  deep  centre,  and  whose  mountain  peaks 

Held  commune  with  the  planets,  he  who  seeks 

Thy  wide  circumference,  erstwhile  the  seat 

Of  mighty  nations,  numerous  and  great. 

Beholds  no  vestige  on  th'  Atlantic's  face 

To  indicate  the  immemorial  place 

Of  men  whose  hearts  like  ours  with  passion  beat. 

Perhaps  like  Sodom  it  had  come  to  be 

A  blot  on  the  creation's  beauteous  grace, 

And  sad  earth  gaped  its  deep  profundity, 

Th'  offenders  and  their  land  at  once  t'  erase. 

Some  thousand  years  hence  may  th'  remorseless  sea 

Wipe  out  of  Britain  the  remotest  trace. 
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CHERUBIM    AND    SERAPHIM    CONTINUALLY 
DO    CRY 

What  is  the  song  cherubic  hosts  intone 
In  Heaven's  eternal  worship  (harp  and  hymn)  ? 
What  that  of  seraphim  who  praiseful  own 
Jehovah  Lord  of  Heaven,  Earth,  Hades  grim  ? 
And  what  the  burden  of  that  tuneful  choir, 
Prostrated  all  before  th'  Eternal  throne, 
With  sweet  accompaniment  of  harp  and  lyre, 
As  in  perfection  of  obedience  shown. 

'Tis  Holy,  Holy,  Lord  of  Sabaoth  ; 
Worthy  the  Lamb  for  sin  on  Calvary  slain, 
Bearing  th'  Eternal's  sacrificial  wroth. 
Worthy  is  he  in  heaven,  on  earth  to  reign, 
And  each  revolving  star  in  concert  sings 
Praise  to  the  Lord  enthroned  the  King  of  kings. 
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AERONAUTICS 

Empire  of  earth  and  oceanic  wave, 
As  birds  on  air  and  fish  in  deep  sea  glide, 
Man  now  upon  the  winds  of  heaven  doth  ride, 
Triumphant  o'er  the  gale  as  eagle  brave, 
Fronting  the  storm  where'er  his  will  devise 
To  navigate  the  circumambient  skies. 

Hail  Dumont ;  science  doth  thy  genius  hail 

Of  aerostation  the  compelling  lord, 

And  distant  ages  shall  thy  name  record. 

As  his  perhaps  who  winged  through  storms  the  sail 

Which  won  the  Arctic  adamantine  pale. 

And  clove  imperious  way  where  polar  bear 

Alone  through  countless  ages  made  his  lair. 

Crowning  the  wonders  of  discovery's  tale. 


350 


WINTER 


GOOD    AND    EVIL 

As  on  the  page  the  written  word  remains, 
And  the  luminous,  immortal  thought  is  writ, 
The  epic,  or  the  song,  or  flash  of  wit, 
Indelibly  the  pure  white  pages  stains. 
And,  the  world  a  monument  of  genius  gains. 
So  th'  overt  act  by  sore  temptation  brought 
To  the  fulfilment  of  unworthy  thought. 
Consigns  to  Hades  of  remorseful  pains. 

Oceans  of  tears  and  tempest-tossing  sighs 
May  ask  forgiveness  and  forgiveness  find. 
And  the  pledge  of  heavenly  consolation  dries 
Those  gushing  tears,  and  to  the  troubled  mind 
Conveys  the  pardon  on  which  it  relies. 
But  th'  act  remains  when  folded  up  the  skies. 
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LINES    WRITTEN    ON    HEARING    SIMS 
REEVES    SING    AT    A    MUSIC    HALL 

"  How  are  the  mighty  fallen  !"    Powers  of  song, 

Of  angel  purity  and  world-wide  fame 

Are  shorn  of  strength,  of  all  but  empty  name ; 

And  that  afflatus  from  th'  high  gods  which  came 

Degraded  to  the  drink-besotten  hell. 

Where  encores  on  narcotic  vapours  swell. 

And  the  mad  Bacchanalian  hours  prolong. 

Who  is  there  now  t'  enthrall  the  listening  crowd 

As  thee  in  thy  pre-eminence  of  power  ? 

On  whom  since  thou  to  feeble  eld  hast  bowed, 

Hath  inherited  from  thee  of  song  the  dower  ? 

Th'  inheritance  sublime  hath  none  endowed, 

In  this  of  music  the  decadent  hour. 

And  thy  armoured  trophies  on  dumb  walls  are  hung. 
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THE    FOUR     POINTS    OF    THE    COxMPASS 

Ambition  is  the  compass  on  life's  way; 

It  hath  four  cardinal  points  enterprise-trod, 

Each  pointing  to  the  infinite  of  God, 

North  points  to  Alpine  heights  of  fame  the  ray, 

The  East  to  riches,  wealth,  and  pleasures  gay, 

The  West  to  power  and  progress  of  the  free. 

The  reign  of  world-wide,  glorious  liberty. 

The  South  on  Love's  warm,  flowery  path  doth  stray. 

North,  South,  East,  West,  the  infinite  of  things, 
Are  fame,  dominion,  wealth,  and  love  portrayed. 
As  argosies  shake  out  their  snowy  wings, 
Therein  the  call  of  enterprise  obeyed, 
Ambition  to  its  goal  Excelsior  springs. 
To  one  or  all  a  life's  devotion  paid. 
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ST.    PHILIP'S    CHURCH,    BIRMINGHAM 

As  Sion  crowns  Moriah's  sacred  hill 
In  Salem,  Judah's  august  capitol, 
And  doth  on  Israel's  seed  for  reverence  call, 
So  this  high  fane  our  souls  with  peace  doth  fill, 
And  hallowed  joy  its  incense  doth  distil, 
Upbearing  daily  prayers  upon  its  wings. 
And  praises  when  the  congregation  sings, 
While  blessings  on  that  host  divinely  fall. 

And  still  when  silence  'neath  its  arches  broods, 

And  pattering  footsteps  throng  its  outer  shades, 

The  busy  steps  of  thoughtless  multitudes 

The  shadow  of  that  pile  devotion  aids, 

And  unvoiced  prayer  on  mundane  thoughts  obtrudes. 

And  for  a  blissful  moment  earth's  care  fades. 
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TA-TA 

Howe'er  remote  remembrance  fondly  clings 
To  the  infantile  lisp  of  childhood's  days, 
Fancy  round  prattling  baby-language  plays, 
And  through  the  ages  seven  rejoicing  sings, 
Halo  of  happiness  round  sorrow  flings, 
And  lends  imagination  buoyant  wings, 
Obliterates  the  years  that  intervene, 
And  realises  youth's  enchanted  scene. 

Or  ere  coarse  passion  blurs  the  spotless  page 
Of  chastity  Edenic,  in  its  joy 
Of  youth's  and  manhood's  glorious  heritage. 
And  love's  pure  guerdon  years  cannot  alloy. 
The  heritage  which  doth  earth's  woes  assuage, 
While  other  memory  fades  naught  can  destroy. 
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WINTER 
THE    MISSEL-THRUSH 

November    15 

The  missel-thrush,  how  pleasant  to  the  ear 

In  winter  warblest  thou  from  leafless  spray, 

With  the  robin's  note  in  sweetly  blended  lay, 

Still  lingereth  while  winter  hov'reth  near, 

And  the  woodland  trees  are  bare  of  leaves  and  sere 

Thou  art  the  spirit  of  the  jocund  hour, 

'Mid  hope  deferred  of  summer's  vanished  power, 

List'ning  to  thee  we  winter  cease  to  fear; 

The  invalid  at  peep  of  morning  cries, 

"The  thrush  is  singing  and  the  gay  lark  soars, 

There  is  a  tremor  in  the  grey,  cold  skies, 

Though  the  wintry  wind  pursuing  autumn  roars." 

See  that  poor  invalid  from  sick-couch  rise, 

To  seek  the  health  which  kindly  nature  stores. 
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LEBANON 

LiBANUs'  mountains,  whose  white  summits  tower 

Beyond  the  clouds  and  with  Olympus  vie, 

On  those  white  summits  snowy  mantles  lie, 

And  though  proud  cedars  thee  no  more  endower. 

Which  wont  in  Hiram's  day  dark  woods  to  lower, 

Where  Solomon's  artificers  did  plj' 

Their  craft,  and  from  its  marble  quarries  high 

Wrought  th'  Temple's  stones  and  beams. 

Though  age  devour 
Thy  forests,  still  historic  rivers  flow, 
Orontes  and  the  Jordan. 

In  thy  vales 
The  vine  and  olive  and  the  citron  grow. 
Though  tempest  round  thy  snow-clad  mountains  wails. 
In  thy  well  watered  valleys  doth  not  blow 
Too  roughly  on  the  Druse's  village  low. 
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AMBROSIA 

Ambrosia,  food  for  the  immortal  gods, 

The  true  elixir — thee  I  praiseful  sing ; 

It  falls  like  gulden  dew  from  angel's  wing, 

On  mission  bound  through  space,  on  star-sprent  roads j 

Down  to  of  man  the  heaven-blest,  bright  abodes. 

With  sunshine  and  heaven's  grace  illumining, 

Perfume  to  meanest  hedgerow  flower  to  bring. 

And  colour  to  the  blossoms  of  the  spring. 

Ambrosia  in  prayers  and  praises  rise. 
Sweet-smelling  sacrifice  to  God  in  heaven. 
From  broken,  contrite  hearts  the  unvoiced  sighs 
Which  faith  and  hope  and  love  divinely  leaven. 
Repentance  which  in  faith  for  pardon  cries, 
And  hope  in  the  propitiation  given. 
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ANCIENT    AND    MODERN    WEAPONS 
OF    WAR    CONTRASTED 

The  English  archers  who  at  Crecy  fought, 

At  Agincourt  their  quivers  boldly  lined, 

And  launched  swift  arrows  on  the  quivering  wind, 

And  death  in  crowning  victory  they  wrought  ; 

Through  helm  and  hauberk,  now  the  bow  is  naught 

In  battle  fray,  and  the  rifle's  leaden  hail 

Doth  the  stricken  foe  in  swifter  death  assail. 

Till  valour  in  that  scathing  fire  falls  short. 

So  through  that  avenue  of  death  and  hell. 
On  Balaklava's  plain  heroic  sped 
The  brave  six  hundred,  armies  huge  to  quell, 
Scorning  the  deadly  hail  of  fire  and  lead, 
Conquering,  but  leaving  broadcast  hosts  of  dead. 
Of  valour's  pride  and  boast  the  miracle. 


259 


FLASHES   FROM    THE    ORIENT 


THE    MORNING    HYMN    AT    AN    INFANT 
SCHOOL 

How  beautiful  the  infant  psalmody, 
Which  breaks  upon  the  silence  of  the  morn, 
To  the  throne  above,  like  angel-anthems  borne : 
Like  them,  from  sin  and  sordid  tincture  free. 
In  Hosannas  of  divine  simplicity. 
How  like  those  lays  on  spring's  benign  return, 
When  the  morning  skies  with  conscious  glory  burn, 
\nd  the  lark  from  heaven  pours  down  its  ecstasy. 

Or  when  the  linnet  from  the  hawthorn  spray 
Blends  its  meek  chirrup  with  the  thrush's  song, 
Together  with  pied  finches'  roundelay. 
The  fields,  the  woods,  the  budding  groves  among : 
Like  them  are  those  sweet  infant  voices  gay, 
Uniting  worship  with  the  angel  throng. 
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RAMESES 

Rameses  in  Egypt  reigned  long  ages  ere 
Pharoah  enslaved  the  Israelitish  host, 
Thy  fame  and  vict'ries  are  not  wholly  lost. 
And  the  echoes  of  thy  triumphs  still  we  hear; 
Hist'ry  or  fable  makes  of  thee  its  boast 
That  before  Libya  and  Ethiopia  fell. 
Crim  Tartary's  fall  and  Beluchistan's,  tell 
In  tale  of  conquest  waged  in  dread  and  fear. 

In  Scythia  and  Thrace  thou  foothold  won; 
Where  Xerxes  afterwards  invading  failed, 
Thee  Asia  and  Europe  conqueror  own, 
And  thou  wast  universal  monarch  hailed. 
Temples  and  tombs  thy  fame  and  mem'ry  crown. 
And  thy  untimely  end  a  world  bewailed. 
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ALLELUIAH 

Yes,  Alleluiahs  through  heaven's  arches  ring, 

From  the  holy  blood-washed  throng  of  saints  redeemed, 

Who  wake  in  heaven  to  know  they  have  not  dreamed, 

And  praise  ascribe  to  God  the  Eternal  King, 

Who  did  them  safe  through  tribulations  bring. 

Salvation  is  the  theme  on  every  tongue. 

Glory  and  power  the  Imrden  of  their  song, 

And  all  the  nations  their  oblations  bring. 

The  Grecian  sophist  and  Chaldean  sage, 

The  swarthy  African,  the  Moslem  proud  ; 

Redeemed  from  every  nation,  every  age. 

Ten  thousand  times  ten  thousand  voices  loud. 

Redeemed  from  sin  and  death  in  heaven  engage, 

In  one  blent  Alleluiah  praiscful  bowed. 
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VESUVIUS 

Hail,  double-peaked  monumental  mount, 

Of  fire  and  judgment.     From  creation  slept 

Thy  garnered  forces,  till  at  once  they  leapt, 

In  the  first  century  as  Christians  count, 

To  fell  destruction  in  a  burning  fount, 

Of  molten  rock  and  lava-streams,  which  crept 

Down  mount,  o'er  cities,  that  in  terror  wept. 

Till  overwhelmed  and  by  their  sulphurous  fumes 

Asphyxiated  in  one  fateful  night. 

Torrents  of  lava  Pompeii  entombs, 

And  Herculaneum  buries  'neath  their  blight 

(Those  lordly  cities  buries,  not  consumes), 

Science  exposes  their  palatial  rooms 

And  humbly  furnished  dwellings  to  the  light. 
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OCT A VI A 

OcTAviA,  beauty  and  virtue  found 

In  thee  their  incarnation  glorious — 

The  wife  of  Antony  till  he  gave  loose 

To  lawless  passion,  which  in  fetters  bound 

Him  to  the  Nile's  enchantress,  till,  uncrowned 

At  Actium,  she  sought  in  death  release, 

And  in  oblivion  an  eternal  peace, 

By  the  serpent's  sting  which  did  her  bosom  wound. 

Octavia  mourned  twice-alienated  love — 

In  Antony  estranged,  Marcellus  dead, 

That  son,  endeared  in  hope  that  he  might  prove 

A  consolation  ;  but  on  grief  she  fed. 

Till  melancholy  her  pure  spirit  drove 

To  cloistral  walls  for  peace,  and  the  cold  grave  for  bed. 
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THE    TWENTIETH    CENTURY    AND 
ELECTRICITY 

The  Edwards,  Henrys,  Stuarts  gathered  tolls 
In  sacrifice  t'  th'  divinity  of  kings. 
Poesy  with  their  epic  glory  rings, 
And  History's  tribute  through  the  ages  rolls; 
Through  time,  and  from  the  Tropics  to  the  Poles, 
My  Muse  our  seventh  king  Edward's  glories  sings, 
O'er  whose  proud  reign  the  twentieth  century  flings 
The  grandeur  of  its  emulative  goals. 

In  science  and  discovery  to  adorn 

His  glorious  sovereignty,  the  aeroplane 

Achieves  a  vict'ry  more  renowned  than  war, 

(From  nature's  brow  her  noblest  chaplet  torn), 

While  electric  science  o'er  disease  and  pain 

In  grapples  with  death's  trophied  power  doth  dare. 
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A    DISTANT    VIEW    OF    A    VILLAGE    CHURCH 
UPON    A    HILL-TOP 

On  yonder  far-off,  heaven-aspiring  height 

I  view  religion's  dedicated  fane, 

Towering  a  sculptured  prayer  o'er  hill  and  plain, 

A  focus  of  the  sun's -transfiguring  light. 

Amid  the  ether's  blue  divinely  bright 

Its  psalmodies  float  whispering  to  mine  ear 

As  I  approach  those  solemn  precincts  near, 

And  with  those  orisons  my  prayers  unite. 

For  blessings  of  the  field  and  barn  and  byre, 

For  gold  and  silver,  home  and  country's  weal, 

For  peace,  the  burden  of  poetic  fire, 

And  that  the  wounds  of  dreadful  war  may  heal. 

For  valour  in  a  patriot  son  or  sire, 

For  the  promises  (iod's  oracles  reveal. 
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WINTER 

November    28 

Though  not  a  leaf  clings  to  th'  emblazoned  oak 

Effulgent  yesterday,  now  stark  and  bare, 

Autumn  still  lingers  in  the  balmy  air, 

Decaying  leaves  the  woodland  alleys  choke, 

Encumbering  with  draff  each  dingle  nook, 

While  rosy  dawn  flares  out  her  banners  fair, 

And  a  burnished  sun  climbs  up  a  golden  stair. 

And  flower-like  pearls  are  from  his  bright  train  shook. 

The  thrush  essays  a  little  lilting  lay 
(Surprised  at  his  own  boldness)  from  the  wood, 
The  sparrows  chatter  at  the  dawn  of  day, 
In  song  and  feather  a  gay  multitude  ; 
Autumn  its  flight  doth  loving,  lingering  stay, 
While  winter  hovers  in  suspenseful  mood. 
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WINTER 

December    i 

Winter  and  bleak  December  enter  now. 
In  ruffling  gale  on  their  victorious  reign, 
And  hurtling  winds  career  across  the  plain, 
While  Nature  doth  to  their  stern  mandate  bow. 

A  grey,  cold  darkness  intercepts  the  day ; 
November  and  autumnal  fogs  are  fled  ; 
The  leaves  of  all  the  woodland  trees  are  shed, 
And  doffed  is  their  autumnal  bright  array. 

Swift  transformation  !     Lo  the  gale  is  spent, 
From  heaven  the  cloudy  canopies  disperse. 
The  sun's  dark  veil  from  his  dim  presence  rent, 
His  beams  with  shafts  of  light  the  concave  pierce, 
Autumn  and  winter  are  benignh   blent. 
While  love  and  wisdom  rule  the  universe. 
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WISDOM 

O  SAPIENT  attribute,  greatest  in  Him 

Who  by  His  wisdom  framed  the  universe, 

And  when  man  fell  removed  of  sin  the  curse. 

Wisdom  in  prophecies  through  ages  dim 

Shed  light  through  medium  of  chosen  minds. 

Moses,  Isaiah,  Plato,  Socrates, 

Gave  utterance  to  immutable  decrees, 

Where  the  earnest  seeker  heavenly  guidance  finds. 

The  knowledge  of  divine  and  human  things 
Is  highest  wisdom.     Such  in  Christ  was  seen ; 
And  he  who  childlike  trust  and  candour  brings 
In  search  of  truth  doth  heavenly  treasure  win. 
For  scorning  earthly  joj's  faith  heavenward  springs, 
Where  doubt's  dull  fogs  no  longer  intervene. 
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JUPITER    OLYMPUS 

The  god  of  battles,  Jupiter  divine, 
The  council  of  the  gods,  Olympiad, 
The  intrusion  of  sweet  Thetis,  woeful,  sad, 
While  she  with  speaking  woe  doth  sorrowing  pine. 
That  daringly  familiar  pose  of  thine, 
Juno  remonstrant,  jealousy  inspired. 
Where  the  mighty  gods  with  human  rage  are  fire  J, 
-Th'  inflexibility  of  Jove's  decree, 
Imposed  upon  enthroned  gods  above, 
As  on  the  human  race  where  hate  and  love 
Distracting  toss  on  wild,  tumultuous  sea  ; 
That  nod  portentous,  sign  of  sovereignty, 
The  crash  of  battle  and  the  hell  of  strife. 
Where  Greece  gives  up  to  Heaven's  decree  her  life. 
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ATLAS 

Atlas,  whose  summits  of  eternal  snow- 
Retard  the  sunshine  to  the  vales  beneath, 
But  to  those  vales  its  melted  snows  bequeath 
Fertility,  there  grapes  and  olives  grow. 
And  down  its  sides  a  thousand  rivers  flow 
To  the  north,  where  balmy  zephyrs  soft  airs  breathe. 
Around  Moroccan  city's  glittering  brow. 

But  to  the  south  the  scorching  sunshine  burns, 

And  the  thirsty  sands  drink  all  the  rivers  up. 

And  the  Sahara  its  sterility  mourns  ; 

The  Sirocco  mountain  high  the  sand  dunes  chums 

And  man  and  beast  and  bird  exhausted  droop  , 

The  antelope  from  its  waste  desert  turns, 

And  the  braying  camels  'neath  their  burdens  stoop 


271 


FLASHES    FROM    THE    ORIENT 


CHATEAUX    EN    ESPAGNE 

Castles  are  edifices  nobly  formed, 

Built  to  defy  the  ravages  of  time, 

Built  to  resist  the  powers  which  them  have  stormed. 

On  pinnacles  which  only  birds  may  climb. 

Mountain  on  mountain  piled,  but  feebly  fall 

At  fate's  and  Nature's  disillusion's  call ; 

The  braggadocios  from  earliest  eld 

Have  chosen  Spain  their  mythical  abode. 

Where  they  as  elfin  knights  to  conquest  rode. 

And  giants  by  their  boastful  prowess  felled, 

Domains  and  principalities  to  weld. 

Castles  in  dreams  boast  their  aerial  towers. 

Bidding  defiance  to  imperial  powers. 

But  are  like  mists  at  dawn  of  day  dispelled. 
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WATER 

When  Moses  in  the  burning  desert  stood, 

Surrounded  by  the  Israelitish  host, 

Whom  he  did  with  presumptuous  speech  accost, 

How  beautiful  the  stream  which  nathless  flowed 

At  his  command,  to  save  the  multitude 

From  perishing  upon  the  burning  sand  : 

'Twas  by  God's  heavenly  grace,  not  his  command, 

Who,  despite  murmurs,  was  divinely  good. 

Still,  water  from  the  cloud,  the  bubbling  spring, 
The  river,  brook,  and  lake  He  yet  bestows, 
Which  life,  and  health,  and  sweet  refreshment  bring, 
Despite  their  sins  and  murmurings,  to  those 
Whose  clamours  'gainst  high  heaven  rebellious  ring, 
And  to  His  grace  ingratitude  oppose. 
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MENELAUS 

So  Menelaus,  Sparta's  glorious  king, 

Who  won  that  dame  for  peerless  beauty  known, 

Helen,  who  shared  with  him  the  Spartan  throne, 

Famous  in  epic  perfidy,   I  sing, 

In  lawless  passion  lewdly  worshipping. 

Frail,  she  surrendered  virtue  heavenly  bright 

To  Paris,   Priam's  son,  perfidious  knight. 

Destruction  so  o'er  mighty  realms  to  bring. 

Ten  lengthened  years  of  conflict  we  survey, 
An  hostile  strand  employed  the  Grecian  arms, 
Where  gods  and  men  commingled  in  the  fray, 
To  take  revenge  for  beauty's  outraged  charms, 
And  cities  burn  and  empires  pass  away. 
Swept  by  the  hurricane  of  war's  alarms. 
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THE    SCAFFOLD 

Portentous  edifice  of  hideous  woe, 
The  penalty  of  crime,  mount  of  despair. 
Where  murder  doth  all  that  it  can  atone, 
And  th'  utmost  penalty  remorseful  bear : 
A  shuddering  horror  dwells  eternal  there. 

But  halo  too  of  glory  doth  surround 

That  hideous  instrument  of  human  pain 

Where  the  Holy  One  was  nailed,  in  mockery  crowned, 

Although  He  was  without  reproach  or  stain. 

On  that  mount  of  expiation  yet  again 

Full  many  a  patriot  of  noble  name 

Has  shed  his  blood  in  freedom's  glorious  cause^ 

Dread  sacrifice  to  man's  perverted  laws, 

The  sacred  mount  of  everlasting  fame. 
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THE    ART    OF    THE    CITY    HOARDINGS 

The  galleries  of  the  opulent  and  great 
Are  stored  with  treasures  of  majestic  art. 
The  works  of  genius  from  most  ancient  date, 
Who  heaven-born  inspiration  so  impart, 
Give  immortality  to  beauty's  bloom, 
Superior  to  decay,  death,  and  the  tomb  ; 
Raphael,  and  Titian,  Gelee,  Angelo, 
In  works  divine  imperishable  glow. 

Now  reproductions  grace  the  cottage  wall. 
And  humble  homes  are  art's  and  beauty's  shrine, 
And  from  the  city's  facades  sweetly  call 
Works  which  ennoble,  gladden,  and  refme, 
And  the  cottage  shares  the  luxuries  of  the  hall 
And  palace  in  those  miracles  divine. 
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TANSY 

Ubiquitous  as  sweet  domestic  flower, 
Thy  pungent  fragrance  is  diiJused  around 
The  cottage  garden's  quaint  perennial  ground, 
And  mingles  with  the  scent  of  woodbine  bower  ; 
Thou  dost  o'er  thrift,  pansy,  and  primrose  tower, 
Nor  art  thou  sole  in  cottage  gardens  found, 
But  field  and  lane  are  with  thy  blossoms  crowned, 
In  summer's  gorgeous,  aromatic  hour. 

Familiar  as  thou  art  to  sense  and  sight, 
And  common  as  the  daisy  of  the  field, 
Thy  hidden  virtues  quicken  the  delight 
Thy  simple,  unpretentious  beauties  yield. 
For  healing  virtues  in  thy  blossoms  bright, 
Are  to  the  herbal  empiric  revealed. 
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THE    VETCH 

There's  beauty  in  the  commonest  flowers  which  grow 

In  English  hedgerows,  the  taraxacum 

Hath  gold-bright  loveliness  and  sweet  perfume, 

And  virtues  many  from  its  juices  flow. 

'Mid  other  flowers  in  common  lanes  which  blow 

Is  the  purple  vetch,  the  pea-flower  of  the  wild  ; 

It  oft  upon  my  wanderings  sweetly  smiled, 

Beneath  the  hawthorn's  weed-encumbered  row. 

Despised  by  many,  but  its  purple  flower 

Peeps  through  the  nettles  and  the  bracken  fronds. 

Its  greeting  to  my  seeking  eyes  hath  power 

To  cheer,  and  with  a  lesson  wise  abounds. 

It  flourishes  and  blooms  its  little  hour 

When  winter  a  prophetic  tocsin  sounds. 
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THE    MALLOW 

GiNQUEFOLiATED  plant,  both  leaf  and  flower, 
Calyx,  corolla,  petals,  lobes  are  five. 
The  stars  of  heaven,  the  plants  of  earth  derive 
Their  laws  immutable  from  Him  whose  power 
Doth  great  and  simple  equally  endower. 
The  subjects  of  His  universe  nor  strive 
They  other  than  by  His  decree  to  live. 
To  shine  on  high  or  in  the  hedgrow  cower. 

So  Hesperus  and  so  the  mallow  shine  ; 
The  purple  mallow  by  the  river-side. 
Or  marish  pond  doth  sedgy  margin  line, 
Or  cowerest  'neath  the  water  lily's  pride, 
Where  the  timid  water-fowl  and  rodent  hide. 
Or  sleeping  on  the  river-bed  recline. 


279 


FLASHES   FROM   THE   ORIENT 


COURT    AND    SOCIETY 

Th'  elect  of  earth  who  bask  beneath  the  smile 

Of  fortune's  and  of  beauty's  sunny  ray, 

Whose  only  labour  is  laborious  play. 

With  the  glamours  of  their  lofty  state  beguile 

The  sons  of  sorrow,  suffering,  and  toil. 

Lord  Kitchener  from  chasing  Boers  becomes 

The  sportsman,  and  through  Dalham  stubble  roams. 

Lord  Ribblesdale  forsakes  the  moors  awhile, 

And  condescends  Society  to  illume 

With  his  magnificence.     Lord  Howth  will  stay 

In  Bournemouth,  there  dull  winter  to  consume, 

And  Lady  Spencer  shines  at  Windsor  gay. 

While  we,  from  mundane  atmosphere  of  gloom. 

The  Peris'  Paradise  far-off  survey. 
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WINTER 

THE  BLACKTHORN 

Beautiful  blackthorn,  first  flower  of  the  spring, 
While  now  the  snow  still  lingers  on  the  fields, 
The  hedgerow  thy  white  blossom  flowering  yields, 
And  to  the  aching  soul  doth  surcease  bring, 
What  time  the  joyous  lark  in  heaven  doth  sing, 
What  time  the  merry  thrush  is  carolling, 
'Mid  its  bowery  bloom  the  nesting  chaffinch  builds- 
Bloom  which  the  pretty  nest  from  schoolboy  shields. 
Ere  the  may  bloom  or  swallow  is  a-wing 
Its  purple  fruit  so  tempting  to  the  sight 
Holds  forth  the  promise  of  a  luscious  feast, 
But  anticipation's  exquisite  delight 
In  acrid  disillusionment  hath  ceased 
When  tasted.     So  of  pleasures  the  most  bright 
Are  bitter  as  the  purple  sloe  confest. 
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LUCRETIUS    AND    VIRGIL 

Nature,  and  its  arcana  beautiful, 

Have  formed  the  themes  of  bards  from  earliest  time. 

Lucretius  listened  to  the  tuneful  chime 

Of  the  singing  seasons  ;     and  fair  Nature's  rule, 

Harmonious  ever,  found  in  him  no  dull 

Interpreter,  historian,  prophet,  bard ; 

And  he  in  poesy  found  rich  reward, 

And  joys  unnumbered  in  her  varied  school. 

"  Rerum  Naturae  "  monumental  stands 

As  th'  eternal  stars  and  fabric  of  the  skies 

And  Virgil's  Mnid  eulogy  commands. 

So  the  Pyramid  on  Gizeh's  desert  stands 

Like  Atlas  towers  on  Afric's  scorching  sands, 

And  the  Georgics  won  the  laurel's  lasting  prize. 
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W  INT EH 


THE    WALLFLOWER 

Harebell,  snapdragon,  stonecrop,  not  to  you 
This  votive  lay,  though  in  companionship 
With  the  motive  of  my  theme  you  from  the  keep 
Of  crumbhng  castle  wall  smile  to  the  blue 
Of  loving  skies — a  gracious  sight  to  view ; 
But  'tis  of  other  floweret  of  the  steep 
Mediaeval  fortresses  which  crumbling  sleep, 
Mementoes  of  the  strifes  which  round  them  grew. 

Sweet  wallflower,  'tis  of  thee  this  votive  lay 

Aspires  to  sing.     Instead  of  culverin, 

Or  catapult,  those  missiles  winged  to  slay, 

The  gillyflowers  in  soft  beauty  shine. 

And  fragrance  of  heroic  deeds  doth  play 

About  those  memoried  walls  which  thou  dost  line. 
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FLASHES   PROM    THE   ORtENT 


PANSY 

Viola,  tricolor,  pansy,  heartsease, 

Adorable  flower,  sacred  to  poesy, 

Though  nobler  bards  thy  praises  sing,  to  thee, 

I  would  address  my  simpler  symphonies. 

Pensee,  sweet  thoughts,  loved  memories  are  these 

Which  crowd  upon  my  soul  ; 

On  the  rolling  fell, 
Mossy  and  green,  thou  dost  in  beauty  dwell, 
On  the  down,  or  moor,  or  'neath  the  coppice  trees. 

Affliction  sanctified  beams  in  thy  face ; 
Hopes  of  a  life  beyond  this  life  of  care, 
Heart's  ease  in  trouble,  in  affliction  grace. 
And  sacred  happiness  doth  sorrow  bear, 
Irradiating  earth's  most  barren  place, 
Heart's  ease  and  peace  dispensing  everywhere. 
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